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ADVERTISEMENT. 



The expression of a general desire, that the Poetical 
Works of L.E.L. should be rendered accessible to 
a still wider circle of readers than they have even 
hitherto enjoyed, has induced the Publishers to print 
them in a form and at a price better fitted for popular 
circulation. The present edition contains all the 
matter, comprised in the 4- volume edition ; but a new 
arrangement has been adopted, by which all the 
poems homogeneous in character are placed together, 
thus giving greater uniformity and, it is hoped, value 
to the work. A brief Memoir has been prefixed, 
compiled chiefiy from Mr. Blanchard's Life of L. E. L., 
— himself, like the gifted Authoress, too soon 
snatched away for his own fame and the interests 
of literature. 

December, 1849. 
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MEMOIR OF THE AUTHOR. 



LiETiTiA Elizabeth Lanbon was descended from a Here- 
fordshire family which held landed property in the county. 
Her grandfather was the Rev. John Landon, Rector of Ted- 
stone, the advowson of which was a family property. This 
living, together with Tedstone-Court and estate, was sold in 
his life-time, and the family were left with very slender means. 
At an early age, his eldest son. Miss Landon*s father, went to 
sea ; but some years later he settled in London, where he became 
an assistant, and finally a partner, in the house of Adairs, army 
agents. Soon afterwards he married a Welsh lady of the name 
of Bishop, and took up his residence in Hans Place, Chelsea, 
where, in 1802, his eldest child, Laetitia Elizabeth, was bom. 
In her sixth year she was sent for a few months to a boarding- 
school almost next door to her father^s house; but Mr. Landon 
having taken a farm on the borders of Hertfordshire, which 
he confided to the superintendence of one of his brothers, 
thither the whole family removed. Here her cousin became 
her governess. But she would learn nothing that was not in 
accordance with her own inclination ; though books were her 
early and almost sole delight. She could not be taught music, 
though she felt and understood its very soul. Writing was 
fairly given up, and she was left to ^^ dab at pothooks ** as she 
pleased. Many years afterwards, when on a visit to the family 
of her uncle, she thus playfully wrote in reference to her want 
of accomplishments : — 

*^When I first arrived, Julia and Isabel began to cross - 
question me. 'Can you play P* *No.' — * Can you sing ? ' *No.' — 
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' Can you speak Italian ? ' * No.' — * Can you draw ? ' * No.' At 
last they came down to * Can you read and write ?' Here I was 
able to answer, to their great relief, * Yes, a little.* I believe 
Julia, in the first warmth of cousinly affection, was going to 
offer to teach me the alphabet" 

The fondest attachment subsisted from their earliest childhood 
between Miss Landon and her only brother, from whose remi- 
niscences of her childhood we gather that she was quick- 
tempered and irritable, but affectionate and generous-hearted ; 
and many anecdotes are told of the fortitude and self-denial she 
exhibited in her earliest years. 

The date of her first literary composition is not known ; but 
there is no doubt that she composed verses before she could write 
them ; and there was a certain epic poem of the infant L. E.L.'s, 
which beeame the subject of an express condition — energetically 
insisted on by her brother — that she was not always to recite 
it when they went to play in the garden. 

In 1815, when Lsetitia was about fourteen, her family re- 
turned to London, and settled in Brompton, where they chanced 
to have for a neighbour Mr. Jerdan, the Editor of the ** Literary 
Gazette." Her literary tastes had grown with her growth, 
and, like most persons similarly situated, she wrote or rather 
scribbled on incessantly, until the encouraging '* not so bad" 
gradually rose to "very clever indeed," and inspired the 
longing desire to appear in print. Mr. Jerdan was consulted ; 
his fiat was favourable ; and the destiny of the youthful aspirant 
was fixed for life. From this period her " Poetical Sketchss," 
to which the magic letters L. E. L. were appended, appeared 
regularly in the " Literary Gazette," until the initials emerged 
into a popular and celebrated name. Thus she sprang almost 
from the nurse's arms into those of fame, and had won the 
undying wreath before she knew that it was of any value. 

In 1824 appeared the *^ Impsovisatbice," from the pen of 
the mysterious and forlorn L. E. L., whose wounded spirit and 
glowing verse had awakened the sympathy of the young, and 
filled even older readers with delight. "Poetry," we are 
told in the Preface, " needs no preface ; if it do not speak for 
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itself, no comment can render it explicit. I have only, therefore, 
to state that The Improvisatrice is an attempt to illustrate that 
species of inspiration common in Italy, where the mind is warmed 
from earliest childhood by all that is beautiful in Nature and 
glorious in Art. The character depicted is entirely Italian,— 
a young female with all the loveliness, viyid feeling, and genius 
of her own impassioned land. She is supposed to relate her 
own history ; with which are intermixed the tales and episodes 
which various circumstances call forth." 

The success of this work was unequivocal. It bore the true 
stamp of originality ; and, exposed though it was to the shafts of 
the critic in the carelessness of its versification, its superfluities of 
illustration and obscure imaginings, its note of love and sufier- 
ing, hope and despair, found an echo in every breast. 

L. E. L.*s vocation was now confirmed ; for with fame came 
fortune, which the straitened circumstances of her family made 
doubly welcome. Shortly after the publication of the *' Imfeo- 
YisATSiCB,** which, though far from being her best, was her most 
popular work, Miss Landon lost her father, to whom she was 
deeply attached. But he had lived to see the dawn of his 
daughter's literary fortune, and to hail in it some consoling 
prospects of that advantage and succour to the objects bereft 
of his protection, which his own unprosperous enterprises in 
later years had rendered so necessary. In 1825 she published 
a volume containing ^*The Tboubadoub; Poetical Sketches 
of Modern Pictures ; and Historical Sketches." The Festival 
of the Golden Violet, which, at Toulouse, in the fourteenth 
century, was appointed for the bestowal of the prize due to the 
Troubadour victor, suggested the subject ; and the hero of it, 
Raymond, figures brilliantly in all the honours that a mastery 
in love, and war, and minstrelsy, may confer upon him, until he 
wins from the hand of his fair mistress, who is queen of the 
floral games, the prize of the Golden Violet. 

"It is noticeable," says her biographer, " that, in her picture of 
the Troubadour, L. E. L. describes what she could not yet have 
experienced, the insufficiency of a fair fame fairly won to atone 
for the evils of sacrificed repose, of ambitious dreams dispelled. 



Xll MEMOIR OP THE AUTHOR. 

of privacy invaded, of the cold sneer, the envious tongue, the heart* 
searing slander.** But she was soon destined to attain a full and 
most keen experience of some of the wrongs which she sotouch- 
inglj associates with the attainment of poetic honours. At the 
moment when her name had become a household word in every 
poetic circle, calumny was busy with it. To the attacks or 
misrepresentations of the malicious, her unguarded conduct, it 
must be admitted, laid her but too open. '' She was always,** 
says her biographer, ** as careless as a child of set forms and 
rules for conduct. She had no thought, no concern, about the 
interpretation that was likely to be put upon her words, by at 
least one out of a score of listeners ; it was enough for her that 
she meant no harm, and that the friends she most valued knew 
this : — she defied suspicion.** The manifest untruth of the 
^ calumnious tale, and her contemptuous disregard of it, caused 
the story to die away, and all belief in it in the public mind to 
cease ; but it left an ineffaceable impression upon her who was 
the object of it, and from this time her sentiments towards 
society and her speculations on life, whether expressed in her 
correspondence or conversation, partook far more of the morbid, 
despairing, and desolate tone of her poetry than before. 

The next production of her Muse was "The Goij>en Violet.'* 
It was published in 1826, and comprises some of the best con- 
ceived and most finished of L.E.L.*s earlier compositions. The 
poem represents minstrels of various countries competing for 
the beautiful fiower of gold, in ballads, tales, and romances in 
every species of measure. The characters are various, the 
subjects well selected and appropriate, the measure generally 
skilfully adapted to both ; and in none of her numerous com- 
positions have her taste for the old ballad, and her love of the 
old romance, been more strikingly turned to account. The 
success of this work only animated her to renewed exertions, 
and she found leisure not only to contribute many poetical 
fragments to the " Literary Gazette," but to furnish, week by 
week, critiques in the lighter departments of literature; and 
many were the authors, young and old, poets, novelists, drama- 
tists, and travellers, who owed the first generous words of en- 
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couragement, or the cordial renewal of former welcomes, to her 
glowing and versatile pen. In addition to these continued tasks, 
she was a regular contributor to the " Annuals," from many of 
which she derived sums considerable enough to show that poetry 
and poverty are not always inseparably united. Her mental 
activity was still further displayed by an uninterrupted inter- 
course, social and epistolary, with many friends, among whom, 
Mrs. Thomson, Mrs. S. C. Hall, Miss Jewsbury, and Mrs. 
Moren, deserve especial mention ; and the interest she took in 
all the literary movements of her time is manifested in a multi- 
farious correspondence, which none but the quickest and sharp- 
est intellect could have carried on. 

The year 1829 witnessed the publication of "The Vene- 
tian Bracelet,** &c. ; and though the fierce political conten- 
tions of the time were unfavourable to poetry such as hers, 
yet her sweet and sorrowful songs again found a delighted 
audience. In the Preface we are told that " Diffidence of 
their own abilities, and fear, which heightens the anxiety for 
public favour, are pleas usually urged by the youthful writer : 
may I, while venturing for the first time to speak of myself, 
be permitted to say they far more truly belong to one who 
has had experience of both praise and censure. The feelings 
which attended the publication of the ' Improvisatrice ' are 
very different from those that accompany the present volume, 
I believe I then felt little beyond hope, vague as the timidity 
which subdued it, and the excitement which every author 
must know: now mine is a 'farther-looking hope;* and the 
timidity which apprehended the verdict of others, is now 
deepened by distrust of my own powers. Or, to claim my 
poetical privilege, and express my meaning by a simile, I should 
say, I am no longer one who springs forward in the mere energy 
of exercise and enjoyment ; but rather like the Olympian racer, 
who strains his utmost vigour, with the distant goal and crown 
in view. I have devoted my whole life to one object : in society 
I have but sought the material for solitude. I can imagine but 
one interest in existence, — that which has filled my past, and 
haunts my future, — the perhaps vain desire, when I am nothing. 
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of leaving one of those memories at once a good and a glory. 
Believing as I do in the great and excellent influence of poetry, 
may I hazard the expression of what I have myself sometimes 
trusted to do ? A highly cultivated state of society must ever 
have for concomitant evils, that selfishness, the result of indo- 
lent indulgence, and that heartlessness attendant on refine- 
joient, which too oRen hardens while it polishes. Aware that 
to elevate I must first soften, and that if I wished to purify I 

! must first touch, I have ever endeavoured to bring forward 
grie^ disappointment, the fallen leaf, the faded flower, the 
broken heart, and the early grave. Surely we must be less 

■^'WTjrtdly, less interested, from this sympathy with the sorrow in 
which our unselfish feelings alone can take part. And now a 
few words on a subject, where the variety of the opinions 
oflered have left me somewhat in the situation of the prince in 
the fairy tale, who, when in the vicinity of the magic fountain, 
found himself so distracted by the multitude of voices that 
directed his way, as to be quite incapable of deciding which 
was the right path. I allude to the blame and eulogy which 
have been equ^ly bestowed on my frequent choice of Love as 
my source of song. I can only say, that for a woman, whose 
influence and whose sphere must be in the aflections, what sub- 
ject can be more fitting than one which it is her peculiar pro- 
ti vince to refine, spiritualise, and exalt? I have always sought 
i to paint it self-denying, devoted, and making an almost religion 
of its truth ; and I must add, that such as I would wish to draw 
her, woman, actuated by an attachment as intense as it is true, 
as pure as it is deep, is not only more admirable as a heroine, 
but also in actual life, than one whose idea of love is that of 
light amusement, or at worst of vain mortification. With regard 
to the frequent application of my works to myself, considering 
that I sometimes pourtrayed love unrequited, then betrayed, 
and again destroyed by death — may I hint the conclusions are 
not quite logically drawn, as assuredly the same mind cannot 
have suffered such varied modes of misery. However, if I 
must have an unhappy passion, I can only console myself with 
my own perfect imconsciousness of so great a misfortune.** 
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We have quoted from the Preface to "The Venetian Brace- 
let '* at some length, because it sets forth the key in which 
L.E.L. pitched her compositions, and because it explains what 
had often appeared to be mysterious in the choice and treat- 
ment of her subjects. 

Miss Landon might now have gracefully reposed upon her 
well-earned poetic laurels. But she resolved to enter the lists 
with the novelists of the day, and to struggle in a new arena 
for the wreath of fame. That this was no easy task, will be 
evident when we remember, that, though she "lisped in 
numbers,'* she had often spoken of her inaptitude for prose 
composition. Her first venture in this new and perilous field 
was her " Romance and Beality,** published in 1831 ; and 
though this work did not fulfil exactly the expectations that 
had been formed of it, it did more than this by giving the 
assurance of greater powers to penetrate into the philosophy 
of actual life, than had previously been suspected to exist in 
companionship with her rich fancy and her sympathies with the 
romantic. This novel was followed by two others, ** Franceses 
Carrara," and " Ethel Churchill ; " — works which wrung from 
some of her critics the admission that her range in prose was 
even more extensive than her range in poetry. 

From her childhood, L.E.L. might be said to have lived 
upon the same spot and with the same people. Soon after her 
father's death she became an inmate of the family of the Misses 
Lance, who occupied the house in Hans Place in which she had 
for a brief period gone to school, and which was for many years 
a temple of tuition, and could boast of many gifted scholars ; 
among others, Miss Mitford and Lady Caroline Lamb. Her 
attachment to London was intense. She paid a visit now and 
then to her relations in the country; but we find from her 
correspondence that her heart was always in London, whose 
busy streets had greater charms for her than the most pic- 
turesque and beautiful of rural scenes. Li the summer of 1834 
she joined Sir A. Farquhar and his daughter in an excursion to 
Paris. She does not appear, however, to have been so deeply 
impressed with the novelty, gaiety, and picturesqueness of the 
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French metropolis, as might have been expected from her lively 
and susceptible imagination. On her return to London she re- 
sumed her literary pursuits with even greater zest than before. 
But it would be impossible for us to enumerate the various 
effusions of her pen from this period. Besides sending forth 
various substantial productions of her own, there was scarcely 
a magazine or literary journal of any note in which she did 
not scatter the "waifs and strays" of her imagination; but 
her great annual achievement was "Fisher's Drawing-room 
Scrap Book,*' which she had edited since its establishment in 
1831, and which, under her management, had attained a great 
and merited popularity. 

In the spring of 1836, the friends of L. E. L. were apprised 
that she was about to form a matrimonial alliance with a gentle- 
man whose friendship she had long enjoyed. Circumstances, 
however, to which we cannot more particularly allude, induced 
her to break off this engagement; and in 1838 she gave her hand 
to Mr. George Maclean, governor of Cape Coast Castle, who had 
been for some time on a visit to England. A fortnight after her 
marriage she sailed for her home on the shores of Africa, full of 
plans for the continuation of her literary pursuits, and her natural 
regret at parting with so many attached friends soothed by hopes 
of the future, and the pleasing excitement of the new scenes on 
which she was about to enter. The letters which she addressed 
to her friends and relatives, conveyed the most favourable im- 
pressions of her new home, and breathed a tone of satisfaction 
with all around her. But all her anticipations of the future 
were doomed to disappointment. The same vessel that brought 
to her friends and relatives so many pleasing hopes and fond 
reminiscences, conveyed also the stern announcement that 
L. E. L. was no more. She had written some cheerful and 
affectionate letters on the 14th of October 1838, to be despatched 
the following day ; and early on the morning of the 15th, she 
was found dead in her room, lying close to the door, and having 
in her hand a bottle, on which was labelled "hydrocyanic 
acid." According to the verdict of the coroner's jury, the 
lamented lady was said to have died by poison incautiously 
administered by her own hand, as a remedy for a spasmodic 
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attack. But various circumstances concurred to deprive this 
verdict of any authority ; and a minute and lengthened inves- 
tigation was instituted into the cause of her death, without, 
however, effectually solving the mystery. The reader who is 
interested in seeing how far suspicion and calumny can combine 
to render that which is obscure in itself still more obscure, will 
find full details of this painful subject in the " Memoirs ** &c. 
of L. E. L. by Mr. Blanchard, whose honest endeavours to elicit 
the truth, amid the multitude of ingenious and malignant spe- 
culations by which it was overlud, did equal honour to his 
literary skill and his warmth of heart. The remains of L. E. L. 
were interred within the wall inclosing the castle ; and a marble 
tablet was erected to her memory by her husband, bearing 
thb inscription : — 

*'hio jacbt sepultum 

omitb quod mobtalb fuit 

letitias blizabethae kaglbak. 

quam bgbegia obnatam i]n)olb 

musis tjklc£ amatam, 

okniumqub amobbs sbouh tbahentbii, 

in ipso aetati8 flobb 

mobs immatatuba bapuit 

dib octobbis xv a. d. mdocoxxxvin 

AETAT. XXXVI 

QUOD 8PECTAS, VIATOB, MABMOB, 

VAKUM HEU DOLOBIS MONUMENTUM 

CONJUX MOBBENS BBBXIT.'' 

The death of L.E.L., besides bringing deep affliction on a 
wide circle of intimates and friends, was a great shock to the 
literary world. Much as the gifted authoress had accomplished, 
her more recent productions had given evidence of her power 
to achieve a far higher flight than any she had hitherto at- 
tempted. They are more free, natural, and forcible than those 
by which she first attracted notice ; and the premature termi- 
nation of her existence thus added another pang of regret for 
the loss of one from whom so much might have been expected. 

VOL. I. a 
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It has sometimes been objected to Miss Landon, that the vein 
of melancholy which pervades her poetry was a complete con- 
trast to the vivacity and playfulness of her manners in private 
life ; and a somewhat hasty inference has thence been drawn, 
unfavourable to her character for sincerity. But there is surely 
no ground for this assumption. Every poet has the right to 
choose his own theme, and handle it as he pleases. But almost 
every man too, — ^not to speak of the sons and daughters of genius, 
— has two worlds in which he moves, the one patent to all around 
him, the other hidden deep in the recesses of his own heart, 
from which he emerges only at fitting times and seasons, to give 
utterance to the thoughts and feelings that glow within him. 

"'Tis strange to think, if we could fling aside 
The mask and mantle that love wears flrom pride, 
How much would be, we now so little guess. 
Deep in each heart's undream'd, unsought recess 
The careless smile, like a gay banner borne. 
The laugh of merriment, the lip of scorn, — 
And, for a cloak, what is there that can be 
So difficult to pierce as gaiety ? 
Too dazzling to be scann*d, the haughty brow 
Seems to hide something it would not arow ; 
But rainbow words, light laugh, and thoughtless jest, 
These are the bars, the curtain to the breast. 
That shuns a scrutiny." 

It is difficult not to think that these lines are a faithful reflex 
of the authoresses own mind and feelings ; for who that is ac- 
quainted with the story of her life can demur to their truthful 
significance ? The time has perhaps not yet arrived to pro- 
nounce a decided judgment on the position which L.E.L. will 
permanently occupy in the republic of letters. Thus much is 
certain, that her works continue to maintain a firm hold on the 
public mind, and it is perhaps not going too far to say that the 
" longing after immortality '* breathed out by the poetess in the 
lines subjoined is destined to be fully realised : — 

** I am myself but a vile link 
Amid life's weary chain ; 
Btrt I have spoken hallow'd words. 
Oh do not say in Tain ! 
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My first, my last, my only wish, 

Say will my charm<;d chords 
Wake to the morning light of fame, 

And breathe again my words ? 

Will the young maiden, when her tears 

Alone in moonlight shine — 
Tears for the absent and the lored — 

Murmur some song of mine ? 

Will the pale youth by his dim lamp, 

Himself a dying flame. 
From many an antique scroll beside. 

Choose that which bears my name ? 

Let music make less terrible 

The silence of the dead ; 
I care not, so my spirit last 

Long after life has fled.*' 
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I AM a daughter of that land^ 

Where the poet's lip and the painter's hand 

Are most divine, — where the earth and sky, 

Are picture both and poetry — 

I am of Florence. 'Mid the chill 

Of hope and feeling, oh ! I still 

Am proud to think to where I owe 

My birth, though but the dawn of woe ! 

My childhood passed 'mid radiant things, 
Glorious as Hope's imaginings ; 
Statues but known from shapes of the earth, 
By being too lovely for mortal birth ; 
Paintings whose colours of life were caught 
From the fairy tints in the rainbow wrought ; 
Music whose sighs had a spell like those 
That float on the sea at the evening's close ; 
Language so silvery, that every word 
Was like the lute's awakening chord ; 

VOL. I. B 
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Skies half sunshine, and half starlight ; 
Flowers whose lives were a breath of delight ; 
Leaves whose green pomp knew no withering ; 
Fountains bright as the skies of our spring ; 
And songs whose wild and passionate line 
Suited a soul of romance like mine. 

My power was but a woman's power ; 
Yet, in that great and glorious dower 
Which Grenius gives, I had my part : 
I poured my full and burning heart 
In song, and on the canvass made 

My dreams of beauty visible ; 
I knew not which I loved the most — 

Pencil or lute, — both loved so welL 

Oh, yet my pulse throbs to recall. 
When first upon the gallery's wall 
Picture of mine was placed, to share 
Wonder and praise from each one there ! 
Sad were my shades ; methinks they had 

Almost a tone of prophecy — 
I ever had, from earliest youth, 

A feeling what my fate would be. 

My first was of a gorgeous hall, 
Lighted up for festival ; 
Braided tresses, and cheeks of bloom. 
Diamond agraff, and foam-white plume ; 
Censers of roses, vases of light. 
Like what the moon sheds on a summer night. 



THE IMPROVISATRICE. 

Youths and maidens with linked hands, 
Joined in the graceful sarabands, 
Smiled on the canvass ; but apart 

Was one who leant in silent mood, 
As revelry to his sick heart 

Were worse than veriest solitude. 
Pale, dark-eyed, beautiful, and young. 

Such as he had shone o'er my slumbers, 
When I had only slept to dream 

Over again his magic numbers. 

Divinest Petrarch ! he whose lyre. 
Like morning light, half dew, half fire. 
To Laura and to love was vowed — 
He looked on one, who with the crowd 
Mingled, but mixed not ; on whose cheek 

There was a blush, as if she knew 
Whose look was fixed on her's. Her eye, 

Of a spring- sky's delicious blue, 
Had not the language of that bloom. 
But mingling tears, and light, and gloom. 
Was raised abstractedly to Heaven : — 
No sign was to her lover given. 
I painted her with golden tresses. 
Such as fioat on the wind's caresses 
When the laburnums wildly fling 
Their sunny blossoms to the spring, 
A cheek which had the crimson hue 

Upon the sun-touched nectarine ; 
A lip of perfume and of dew ; 

A brow like twilight's darkened linet 
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I strove to catch each charm that loDg 
Has lived, — thanks to her lover's song ! 
Each grace he numbered one by one, 
That shone in her of Avignon. 

I ever thought that poet's fate 
Utterly lone and desolate. 
It is the spirit's bitterest pain 
To love, to be beloved again ; 
And yet between a gulf which ever 
The hearts that burn to meet must sever. 
And he was vowed to one sweet star, 
Bright yet to him, but bright afar. 

O'er some. Love's shadow may but pass 
As passes the breath-stain o'er glass ; 
And pleasures, cares, and pride combined. 
Fill up the blank Love leaves behind. 
But there are some whose love is high, 
Entire, and sole idolatry ; 
Who, turning from a heartless world, 

Ask some dear thing, which may renew 
Affection's severed links, and be 

As true as they themselves are true. 
But Love's bright fount is never pure ; 
And all his pilgrims must endure 
All passion's mighty suffering 
Ere they may reach the blessed spring. 
And some who waste their lives to find 

A prize which they may never win : 
Like those who search for Irem's groves. 

Which found, they may not enter in. 
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Where is the sorrow but appears 
In Love's long catalogue of tears ? 
And some there are who leave the path 

In agonj and fierce disdain ; 
But bear upon each cankered breast 

The scar that never heals again. 

Mj next was of a minstrel too, 
Who proved what woman's hand might do, 
When, true to the heart pulse, it woke 

The harp. Her head was bending down. 
As if in weariness, and near. 

But unworn, was a laurel crown. 
She was not beautiful, if bloom 
And smiles form beautj ; for, like death. 
Her brow was ghastly ; and her lip 
Was parched, as fever were its breath. 
There was a shade upon her dark. 
Large, floating eyes, as if each spark 
Of minstrel ecstasy was fled, 
Tet leaving them no tears to shed ; 
Fixed in their hopelessness of care. 
And reckless in their great despair. 
She sat beneath a cypress tree, 

A little fountain ran beside. 
And, in the distance, one dark rock 

Threw its long shadow o'er the tide ; 
And to the west, where the nightfall 
Was darkening day's gemm'd coronal, 
Its white shafts crimsoning in the sky. 
Arose the sun-god's sanctuary. 

B 3 
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I deemed, that of lyre, life, and love 
She waa a long, last farewell taking ; — 

That, from her pale and parched lips. 
Her latest, wildest song was breaking. 

SAPPHO'S SONG. 

Farewell, my lute ! — and would that I 
Had never waked thy burning chords I 

Poison has been upon thy sigh, 

And fever has breathed in thy words. 

Yet wherefore, wherefore should I blame 
Thy power, thy spell, my gentlest lute ? 

I should have been the wretch I am, 
Had every chord of thine been mute. 

It was my evil star above, 

Not my sweet lute, that wrought me wrong ; 
It was not song that taught me love, 

But it was love that taught me song. 

If song be past, and hope undone. 

And pulse, and head, and heart, are flame ; 

It is thy work, thou faithless one ! 

But, no ! — I will not name thy name ; 

Sun-god ! lute, wreath are vowed to thee ! 

Long be their light upon my grave — 
My glorious grave — yon deep blue sea : 

I shall sleep calm beneath its wave ! 
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Florence ! with what idolatry 

IVe lingered in thy radiant halls> 
Worshipping, till my dizzy eye 

Grew dim with gazing on those walls^ 
Where Time had spared each glorious gift 
By Genius unto memory left ! 
And when seen by the pale moonlight, 
More pure, more perfect, though less bright, 
What dreams of song flashed on my brain 
Till each shade seemed to live again ; 
And then the beautiful, the grand. 
The glorious of my native land, 
In every flower that threw its veil 
Aside, when wooed by the spring gale ; 
In every vineyard, where the sun. 
His task of summer ripening done. 
Shone on their clusters, and a song 
Came lightly from the peasant throng ; — 
In the dim loveliness of night, 
In fountains with their diamond lights 
In aged temple, ruined shrine, 
And its green wreath of ivy twine ; — 
In every change of earth and sky. 
Breathed the deep soul of poesy. 

As yet I loved not ; — but each wild. 
High thought I nourished raised a pyre 
For love to light ; and lighted once 
By love, it would be like the fire 
The burning lava floods that dwell 
In Etna's cave unquenchable. 

B 4 
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One evening in the lovely June, 

Over the Amo's waters gliding, 
I had been watching the fair moon 

Amid her court of white clouds riding : 
I had been listening to the gale, 

Which wafted music from around, 
(For scarce a lover, at that hour, 

But waked his mandolin's light sound.) — 
And odour was upon the breeze, . 
Sweet thefts from rose and lemon trees. 

They stole me from my lulling dream, 

And said they knew that such an hour 
Had ever influence on my soul. 

And raised my sweetest minstrel power. 
I took my lute, — my eye had been 
Wandering round the lovely scene. 
Filled with those melancholy tears, 
Which come when all most bright appears, 
And hold their strange and secret power. 
Even on pleasure's golden hour. 
I had been looking on the river, 
Half-marvelling to think that ever 
Wind, wave, or sky, could darken where 
All seemed so gentle and so fair : 
And mingled with these thoughts there came 

A tale, just one that Memory keeps — 
Forgotten music, still some chance 

Vibrate the chord whereon it sleeps ! 
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A MOORISH ROMANCE. 

Softly through the pomegranate groves 
Came the gentle song of the doves ; 
Shone the fruit in the evening light. 
Like Indian rubies, blood-red and bright ; 
Shook the date-trees each tufted head, 
As the passing wind their green nuts shed ; 
And, like dark columns, amid the sky 
The giant palms ascended on high : 
And the mosque's gilded minaret 
Glistened and glanced as the daylight set 
Over the town a crimson haze 
Gathered and hung of the evening's rays ; 
And far beyond, like molten gold. 
The burning sands of the desert rolled. 
Far to the left, the sky and sea 
Mingled their gray immensity ; 
And with flapping ^il and idle prow 
The vessels tlirew their shades below 
Far down the beach where a cypress grove 
Casts its shade round a little cove, 
Darkling and green with just a space 
For the stars to shine on the water's face, 
A small bark lay, waiting for night 
And its breeze to waft and hide its flight. 
Sweet is the burthen, and lovely the freight, 
For which those furled-up sails await, 
To a garden, fair as those 
Where the glory of the rose 
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Blushes, charmed from the decay 
That wastes other blooms away ; 
Gardens of the fairy tale 
Told, till the wood-fire grows pale, 
By the Arab tribes, when night. 
With its dim and lovely light. 
And its silence, suiteth well 
With the magic tales they telL 
Through that cypress avenue. 
Such a garden meets the view. 
Filled with flowers — flowers that seem 
Lighted up by the sunbeam ; 
Fruits of gold and gems, and leaves 
Green as hope before it grieves 
O'er the false and broken-hearted, 
All with which its youth has parted, 
Never to return again. 
Save in memories of pain ! 

There is a white rose in yon bower. 
But holds it a yet fairer flower : 
And music from that cage is breathing. 
Round which a jasmine braid is wreathing, 
A low song from a lonely dove, 
A song such exiles sing and love. 
Breathing of fresh fields, summer skies, — 
Not to be breathed of but in sighs ! 
But fairer smile and sweeter sigh 
Are near when Leila's step is nigh ! 
With eyes dark as the midnight time. 
Yet lighted like a summer clime 



J 
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With sun-rays from within ; yet now 
Lingers a cloud upon that brow, — 
Though never lovelier brow was given 
To Houri of an Eastern heaven ! 
Her eye is dwelling on that bower, 
As every leaf and every flower 
Were being numbered in her heart ; — 

There are no looks like those which dwell 
On long-remembered things, which soon 

Must take our first and last farewell ! 

Day fades apace : another day, 
That maiden will be far away, 
A wanderer o'er the dark-blue sea, 
And bound for lovely Italy, 
Her mother's land ! Hence, on her breast 
The cross beneath a Moorish vest ; 
And hence those sweetest sounds, that seem 
Like music murmuring in a dream. 
When in our sleeping ear is ringing 
The song the nightingale is singing ; 
When by that white and funeral stone. 

Half-hidden by the cypress gloom. 
The hymn the mother taught her child 

Is sung each evening at her tomb. 
But quick the twilight time has past, 
Like one of those sweet calms that last 
A moment and no more, to cheer 
The turmoil of our pathway here. 

The bark is waiting in the bay, 
Night darkens round : — Leila, away ! 
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Far, ere to-morrow, o'er the tide, 
Or wait and be — Abdalla's bride ! 

She touched her lute — never again 
Her ear will listen to its strain ! 
She took her cage, first kissed the breast — 

Then freed the white dove prisoned there : 
It paused one moment on her hand, 

Then spread its glad wings to the air. 
She drank the breath, as it were health. 

That sighed from every scented blossom ; 
And taking from each one a leaf. 

Hid them, like spells, upon her bosom. 
Then sought the sacred path again 

She once before had traced, when lay 
A Christian in her father's chain ; 

And gave him gold, and taught the way 
To fly. She thought upon the night. 
When, like an angel of the light, 
She stood before the prisoner's sight. 
And led him to the cypress grove. 
And showed the bark and hidden cove ; 
And bade the wandering captive flee. 
In words he knew from infancy I 
And then she thought how for her love 

He had braved slavery and death. 
That he might only breathe the air 

Made sweet and sacred by her breath. 
She reached the grove of cypresses — 

Another step is by her side : 
Another moment, and the bark 

Bears the fair Moor across the tide ! 
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' Twas beautiful, by the pale moonlight. 
To mark her eyes, — now dark, now bright, 
As now they met, now shrank away, [A^J- 

From the gaze that watched and worshipped their 
They stood on the deck, and the midnight gale 
Just waved the maiden's silver veil — 
Just lifted a curl, as if to show 
The cheek of rose that was burning below : 
And never spread a sky of blue 
More clear for the stars to wander through ! 
And never could their mirror be 
A calmer or a lovelier sea ! 
For every wave was a diamond gleam: 
And that light vessel well may seem 
A fairy ship, and that graceful pair 
Young Genii, whose home was of light and air ! 

Another evening came, but dark : 
The storm clouds hovered round the bark 
Of misery: — they just could see 
The distant shore of Italy, 
As the dim moon through vapours shone — 
A few short rays, her light was gone. 
O'er head a sullen scream was heard. 
As sought the land the white sea-bird. 
Her pale wings like a meteor streaming. 
Upon the waves a light is gleaming — 
Ill-omened brightness, sent by Death 
To light the night-black depths beneath. 
The vessel rolled amid the surge ; 
The winds howled round it, like a dirge 
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Sung by some savage race. Then came 
The rush of thunder and of flame : 
It showed two forms upon the deck, — 
One clasped around the other's neck, 
As there she could not dream of fear — 
In her lover's arms could danger be near ? 
He stood and watched her with the eye 
Of fixed and silent agony. 
The waves swept on : he felt her heart 

Beat closer and closer yet to his ! 
They burst upon the ship ! — the sea 

Has closed upon their dream of bliss I 

Surely theirs is a pleasant sleep 

Beneath that ancient cedar tree, 
Whose solitary stem has stood 

For years alone beside the sea ! 
The last of a most noble race, 
That once had there their dwelling-place. 
Long past away ! Beneath its shade, 
A soft green couch the turf had made : — 
And glad the morning sun is shining 
On those beneath the boughs reclining. 
Nearer the fisher drew. He saw 

The dark hair of the Moorish maid, 
Like a veil, floating o'er the breast 

Where tenderly her head was laid ; — 
And yet her lover's arm was placed 
Clasping around the graceful waist ; 
But then he marked the youth's black curls 
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Were dripping wet with foam and blood ; 
And that the maiden's tresses dark 

Were heavy with the brinj flood ! 
Woe for the wind I — woe for the wave ! 
They sleep the slomber of the grave ! 
They bnried them beneath that tree ; 

It long had been a sacred spot. 
Soon it was planted round with flowers 

By many who had not forgot; 
Or yet lived in those dreams of troth 
The Eden birds of early youth. 
That make the loveliness of love : 
And caUed the place •* The Maiden's Cove," — 
That she who perished in the sea 
Might thus be kept in memory. 



From many a lip came sounds of praise, 

Like music from sweet voices ringing ; 
For many a boat had gathered round, 

To list the song I had been singing. 
There are some moments in our fate 

That stamp the colour of our days ; 
As, till then, life had not been felt, — 

And mine was sealed in the slight gaze 
Which fixed my eye, and fired my brain. 
And bowed my heart beneath the chain. 
'Twas a dark and flashing eye. 
Shadows, too, that tenderly. 
With almost female softness, came 
O'er its mingled gloom and fiame. 



THE IMPBOVISATRICE. 

His cheek was pale ; or toil, or care, 
Or midnight study, had been there, 
Making its young colours dull. 
Yet leaving it most beautiful. 
Raven curls their shadow threw. 
Like the twilight's darkening hue. 
O'er the pure and mountain snow 
Of his high and haughty brow : 
Lighted by a smile, whose spell 
Words are powerless to teU. 
Such a lip ! — oh, poured from thence 
Lava floods of eloquence 
Would come with fiery energy. 
Like those words that cannot die. 
Words the Grecian warrior spoke 
when the Persian's chain he broke 5 
Or that low and honey tone. 
Making woman's heart his own ; 
Such as should be heard at night, 
Li the dim and sweet starlight ; 
Sounds that haunt a beauty's sleep. 
Treasures for her heart to keep. 
Like the pine of summer tall ; 
Apollo, on his pedestal . 
In our own gallery, never bent 
More graceful, more magnificent ; 
Ne'er look'd the hero, or the king. 

More nobly than the youth who now, 
As if soul-centred in my song. 

Was leaning on a galley's prow. 
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He spoke not when the others spoke, 

His heart was all too full for praise ; 
But his dark eyes kept fixed on mine, 

Which sank beneath their burning gaze. 
Mine sank — but yet I felt the thrill 
Of that look burning on me still. 
I heard no word that others said — 

Heard nothing, save one low-breathed sigh. 
My hand kept wandering on my lute, 

In music, but unconsciously 
My pulses throbbed, my heart beat high, 
A flush of dizzy ecstasy 

Crimsoned my cheek ; I felt warm tears 
Dimming my sight, yet was it sweet, 
My wild heart's most bewildering beat. 

Consciousness, without hopes or fears. 
Of a new power within me waking. 
Like light before the morn's full breaking. 
I left the boat — the crowd : my mood 
Made my soul pant for solitude. 

Amid my palace halls was one, 
The most peculiarly my own : 
The roof was blue and fretted gold, 
The floor was of the Parian stone, 
Shining like snow, as only meet 
For the light tread of fairy feet ; 
And in the midst, beneath a shade 
Of clustered rose, a fountain played, 
Sprinkling its scented waters round. 
With a sweet and lulling sound, — 

VOL. I. 
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O'er oranges, like Eastern gold, 

Half hidden hj the dark green fold 

Of their large leaves; — o'er hyacinth bells. 

Where every summer odour dwells. 

And, nestled in the midst, a pair 

Of white wood-doves, whose home was there : 

And like an echo to their song, 

At times a murmur past along ; 

A dying tone, a plaining fall. 

So sad, so wild, so musical — 

As the wind swept across the wire. 

And waked my lone ^olian lyre. 

Which lay upon the casement, where 

The lattice wooed the cold night air, 

Half hidden by a bridal twine 

Of jasmine with the emerald vine. 

And ever as the curtains made 

A varying light, a changeful shade, 

As the breeze waved them to and fro, 

Came on the eye the glorious show 

Of pictured walls where landscape wild 

Of wood, and stream, or mountain piled, 

Or sunny vale, or twilight grove. 

Or shapes whose every look was love ; 

Saints, whose diviner glance seemed caught 

From Heaven,— some whose earthlier thought 

Was yet more lovely, — shone like gleams 

Of Beauty's spirit seen in dreams. 

I threw me on a couch to rest, 

Loosely I flung my long black hair ; 
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It seemed to soothe my troubled breast 

To drink the quiet evening air. 
I looked upon the deep-blue sky, 
And it was all hope and harmony. 
Afar I could see the Arno's stream 
Glorjdng in the clear moonbeam ; 
And the shadowy city met my gaze, 
Like the dim memory of other days ; 
And the distant wood's black coronal 
Was like oblivion, that covereth all. 
I know not why my soul felt sad ; 

I touched my lute, — it would not waken, 
Save to old songs of sorrowing — 

Of hope betrayed — of hearts forsaken-— 
Each lay of lighter feeling slept, 
I sang, but, as I sang, I wept. 

THE CHARMED CUP. 

And fondly round his neck she clung ; 
Her long black tresses round him flung,— 
Love chains, which would not let him port ; 
And he could feel her beating heart. 
The pulses of her small white hand. 
The tears she could no more command. 
The lip which trembled, though near his ; 
The Bigh that mingled with her kiss ; — 
Yet parted he from that embrace. 
He cast one glance upon her face : 
His very soul felt sick to see 
Its look of utter misery ; 

c 2 
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Yet turned he not ; one moment's grief, 

One pang, like lightning, fierce and brief. 

One thought, half pity, half remorse, 

Passed o'er him. On he urged his horse ; 

Hill, ford, and valley spurred he by, 

And when his castle-gate was nigh. 

White foam was on his 'broider'd rein, 

And each spur had a blood-red stain. 

But soon he entered that fair hall : 

His laugh was loudest there of all ; 

And the cup that wont one name to bless, 

Was drained for its forgetfulness. 

The ring, once next his heart, was broken 5 

The gold chain kept another token. 

Where is the curl he used to wear — 

The raven tress of silken hair ? 

The winds have scattered it. A braid 

Of the first spring day's golden shade, 

Waves with the dark plumes on his crest 

Fresh colours are upon his breast : 

The slight blue scarf, of simplest fold, 

Is changed for one of woven gold. 

And he is by a maiden's side, 

Whose gems of price, and robes of pride, 

Would suit the daughter of a king 5 

And diamonds are glistening 

Upon her arm. There's not one curl 

Unfastened by a loop of pearl. 

And he is whispering in her ear 

Soft words that ladies love to hear. 
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Alas! — the tale is quickly told— 
His love hath felt the curse of gold ! 
And he is bartering his heart 
For that in which it hath no part. 
There's many an ill that clings to love ; 
But this is one all else above ;— 
For love to bow before the name 
Of this world's treasure : shame 1 oh, shame! 
Love, be thy wings as light as those 
That waft the zephyr from, the rose, — 
This may be pardoned — something rare 
In loveliness has been thy snare I 
But how, fair Love, canst thou become 
A thing of mines — a sordid gnome ? 

And she whom Julian left — she stood 
A cold white statue ; as the blood 
Had, when in vain her last wild prayer, 
Flown to her heart, and frozen there* 
Upon her temple, each dark vein 
Swelled in its agony of pain. 
Chill, heavy damps were on her brow ; 
Her arms were stretched at length, though now 
Their clasp was on the empty air : 
A funeral pall — her long black hair 
Fell over her ; herself the tomb 
Of her own youth, and breath, and bloom, 

Alas ! that man should ever win 
So sweet a shrine to shame and sin 

c 3 
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As woman's heart I — and deeper woe 
For her fond weakness, not to know 
That yielding aQ but breaks the chain 
That never reunites again ! 

It was a dark and tempest night — 
No pleasant moon, no blest starlight ; 
But meteors glancing o'er the waj, 
Only to dazzle and betray. 
And who is she that, 'mid the storm, 
Wraps her slight mantle round her form ? 
Her hair is wet with rain and sleet, 
And blood is on her small snow feet. 
She has been forced a way to make 
Through prickly weed and thomed brake. 
Up rousing from its coil the snake ; 
And stirring from their damp abode 
The slimy worm and loathsome toad : 
And shuddered as she heard the gale 
Shriek like an evil spirit's wail ; 
When followed, like a curse, the crash 
Of the pines in the lightning flash : — 
A place of evil and of fear — 
Oh ! what can Julian's love do here ? 

On, on the pale girl went. At last 
The gloomy forest depths are past, 
And she has reached the wizard*s den, 
Accursed by God and shunned by men. 
And never had a ban been laid 
Upon a more unwholesome shade* 
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There grew dank elders, and the yew 
Its thick sepulchral shadow threw ; 
And brooded there each bird most foul, 
The gloomy bat and sullen owL 

But Ida entered in the cell, 
Where dwelt the wizard of the dell. 
Her heart lay dead, her life-blood froze 
To look upon the shape which rose 
To bar her entrance. On that face 
Was scarcely left a single trace 
Of human likeness : the parched skin 
Showed each discoloured bone within ; 
And, but for the most evil stare 
Of the wild eyes' unearthly glare. 
It was a corpse, you would have said, 
From which life's freshness long had fled* 
Yet Ida knelt her down and prayed 
To that dark sorcerer for his aid. 
He heard her prayer with withering look ; 
Then from unholy herbs he took 
A drug, and said it would recover 
The lost heart of her faithless lover. 
She trembled as she turned to see 
His detnon sneer's malignity ; 
And every step was winged with dread. 
To hear the curse howled as she fled« 

It is the purple twilight hour, 
And Julian is in Ida's bower. 

c 4 
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He has brought gold, as gold could bless 
His work of utter desolateness ! 
He lias brought gems, as if Despair 
Had any pride In being fair! 
But Ida only wept, and wreathed 
Her white arms round his neck ; then breathed 
Those passionate complaints that wring 
. A woman's heart, yet never bring 
Redress. She called upon each tree 
To witness her lone constancy ! 
She called upon the silent boughs^ 
The temple of her Julian's vows 
Of happiness too dearly bought ! 
Then wept again. At length she thought 
Upon the forest sorcerer's gift — 
The last, lone hope that lore had left ! 
She took the cup and kissed the brim. 
Mixed the dark spell, and gave it him 
To pledge his once dear Ida*s name ! 
He drank it. Instantly the flame 
Ran through his veins : one fiery throb 
Of bitter pain — one gasping sob 
Of agony — the cold death sweat 
Is on his face — his teeth are set — 
His bursting eyes are glazed and still 2 
The drug has done its work of ill. 
Alas ! for her who watched each breath. 
The cup her love had mixed bore — death. 
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LoREirzo ! — when next morning came 
For the first time I heard thy name ! 
Lorenzo! — how each ear-pulse drank 

The more than music of that tone ! 
LoBXNZo! — how I sighed that name. 

As breathing it, made it mine own ! 
I sooght the gallery : I was wont 

To pass the noontide there, and trace 
Some statue's shape of loveliness — 

Some saint, some njniph, or muse's face. 
There, in my rapture, I could throw 

My pencil and its hues aside. 
And, as the vision past me, pour 

My song of passion, joy, and pride. 
And he was there, — Lorenzo there! 

How soon the morning past away, 
With finding beauties in each thing 

Neither had seen before that day ! 
Spirit of Love ! soon thy rose-plumes wear 
The weight and the sully of canker and care : 
Falsehood is round thee ; Hope leads thee on, 
Till every hue from thy pinion is gone. 
But one bright moment is all thine own. 
The one ere thy visible presence is known ; 
When, like the wind of the south, thy power. 
Sunning the heavens, sweetening the flower, 
Is felt, but not seen. Thou art sweet and calm 
As the sleep of a child, as the dew-fall of bulm. 
Fear has not darkened thee ; Hope has not made 
The blossoms expand, it but opens to fade. 
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Nothing is known of those wearing fears 
Which will shadow the light of thy after years. 
Then art thou bliss : — but once throw by 
The veil which shrouds thy divinity ; 
Stand confessed, — and thy quiet is fled! 
Wild flashes of rapture may come instead, 
But pain will be with them. What may restore 
The gentle happiness known before ? • 
I owned not to myself I loved, — 

No word of love Lorenzo breathed ; 
But I lived in a magic ring. 

Of every pleasant flower wreathed. 
A brighter blue was on the sky, 
A sweeter breath in music's sigh ; 
The orange shrubs all seemed to bear 
Fruit more rich, and buds more fair. 
There was a glory on the noon, 
A beauty in the crescent moon, 
A lulling stillness in the night, 
A feeling in the pale starlight. 
There was a charmed note on the wind, 

A spell in poetry's deep store — 
Heart-uttered words, passionate thoughts, 

Which I had never marked before. 
'Twas as my heart's full happiness 
Poured over all its own excess. 

One night there was a gorgeous feast 
For maskers in Count Leon's hall ; 

And all of gallant, fair, and young, . . 

Were bidden to the festival* 
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I went, garbed as a Hindoo girl ; 

Upon each arm an amulet, 
And by my side a little lute 

Of sandal-wood with gold beset. 
And shall I own that I was proud 
To hear, amid the gazing crowds 
A murmur of delight, when first 

My mask and veil I threw aside ? 
For well my conscious cheek betrayed 

Whose eye was gazing on me too ! 
And never yet had praise been dear, 
As on that evening, to mine ear, 
LoBENzo ! I was proud to be 
Worshipped and flattered but for thee ! 

THE HINDOO GIRL'S SONG. 

Playful and wild as the fire-flies light. 

This moment hidden, the next moment bright. 

Like the foam on the dark green sea. 

Is the spell that is laid on my lover by me. , 

Were your sigh as sweet as the sumbaFs sigh, 

When the wind of the evening is nigh ; 

Were your smile like that glorious light. 

Seen when the stars gem the deep midnight ; 

Were that sigh and that smile for ever the same — 

They were shadows, not fuel, to love's dulled flame. 

Love once formed an amulet. 
With pearls, and a rainbow, and rose-leaves set. 
The pearls were pure as pearls could be, 
And white as maiden purity ; 
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The rose had the beauty and breath of soul, 

And the rainbow-changes crowned the whole. 

Frown on your lover one little while, 

Dearer will be the light of your smile ; 

Let your blush, laugh, and sigh ever mingle together, 

Like the bloom, sun, and clouds of the sweet spring 

weather. 
Love never must sleep in security. 
Or most calm and cold will his waking be« 



And as that light strain died away. 
Again I swept the breathing strings : 

But now the notes I waked were sad 
As those the pining wood-dove sings. 

THE INDIAN BMDE. 

She has lighted her lamp, and crowned it with flowers, 

The sweetest that breathed of the summer hours 5 

Red and white roses linked in a band. 

Like a maiden's blush, or a maiden's hand ; 

Jasmines, — some like silver spray. 

Some like gold in the morning ray ; 

Fragrant stars, — and favourites they, 

When Indian girls on a festival-day. 

Braid their dark tresses : and over all weaves 

The rosy-bower of lotus leaves — 

Canopy suiting the lamp-lighted bark. 

Love's own flowers, and Love's own ark. 



THE IMPROVISATRICE. 29 

She watched the sky, the sunset grew dim ; 
She raised to Camdeo her evening hymn. 
The scent of the night-flowers came on the air ; 
And then, like a bird escaped from the snare, 
She flew to the river — (no moon was bright, 
But the stars and the fire-flies gave her their light ;) 
She stood beneath the mangoes' shade, 
Half delighted and half afraid ; 
She trimmed the lamp, and breathed on each bloom, 
(Oh, that breath was sweeter than all their perfume !) 
Threw spices and oil on the spire of flame. 
Called thriqe on her absent lover's name ; 
And every pulse throbbed as she gave 
Her little boat to the Ganges' wave. 

There are a thousand fanciful things 
Linked round the young heart's imaginings. 
In its first love-dream, a leaf or a flower 
Is gifted then with a spell and a power : 
A shade is an omen, a dream is a sign. 
From which the maiden can well divine 
Passion's whole history. Those only can tell 
Who have loved as young hearts can love so well. 
How the pulses will beat, and the cheek will be dyed. 
When they have some love-augury tried. 
Oh, it is not for those whose feelings are cold, 
Withered by care, or blunted by gold; 
Whose brows have darkened with many years, 
To feel again youth's hopes and fears — 
What they now might blush to confess, 
Yet what made their spring-day's happiness ! 
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Zaidb Wjatched her flower-l^ilt vessel glide. 
Mirrored beneath on the deep-blue tide ; 
Lovely a^d lonely, scented and bright, 
Like Hope's own bark, all bloom and light. 
There's not one breath of wind on the air, 
The heavens, are cloudless, the waters are fair. 
No dew is falling : yet woe to that shade I 
The maiden is weeping — her lamp has decayed* 

Hark to the ring of the cymetar ! 
It tells that the soldier returns from afar. 
Down from the mountains the warriors come ; 
Hark to the thunder-roll of the drum ! — 
To the startling voice of the trumpet's call !— 
To the cymbal's clash ! — to the atabal I 
The banners of crimson float in the sun. 
The warfare is ended, the battle is won. 
The mother hath taken the child from her breast, 
And raised it to look on its fathier's crest. 
The pathway is lined, as the bands pass along. 
With maidens, wha meet them with flowers and song*^ *^ 
And Zaidb hath forgotten ia Azim's arms 
All her so false lamp's falser alarms. 

This looks not a bridal, — the singers are mute. 
Still is the mandore, and breathless the lute ; 
Yet there the bride sits. Her dark hiair is bound. 
And the robe of her marriage floats white on the ground. 
Oh! where is the lover, the bridegroom? — oh! where? 
Look under yon black pall — the bridegroom is there ! 
Yet the guests are all bidden, the feast is the same. 
And the bride plights her troth amid smoke and'mid flame I 
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They have raised the death-pyre of sweet-scented wood, 

And sprinkled it o'er with the sacred flood 

Of the Granges. The priests are assembled :— thieir song 

Sinks deep on the ear as they bear her along. 

That bride of the dead. Ay, is not this love ? — 

That on^ pure, wild feeling all others above : 

Vowed to the living, and kept to the tomb I — 

The same in its blight as it was in its bloom. 

With no tear in her eye, and no change in her smile. 

Young Zaide had come nigh to the funeral pile. 

The bells of the dancing-girls ceased from their sound ; 

Silent they stood by that holiest mound. 

From a crowd like the sea-waves there came not a breath. 

When the maiden stood by the place of death ! 

One moment w;as given — the last she might spare ! 

To the mother, who stood in her weeping there. 

She took the jewels that shone on her hand ; 

She took from her dark hair its floWery band^ 

And scattered them round. At once they raise 

The hymn of rejoicing and love in her praise. 

A prayer is muttered, a blessing said^ — 

Her torch is raised I — she is by the dead. 

She has fired the pile I At once there came 

A mingled rush of smoke and of fiame : 

The wind swept it off*. They saw the bride, — 

Laid by her Azim, side by side. 

The breeze had spread the long curls of her hair : 

Like a banner of fire they played on the air. 

The smoke and the flame gathered round as before, 

Then cleared ; — but the bride was seen no more. 
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I heard the words of praise, but not 

The one voice that I paused to hear ; 
' And other sounds to me were like 

A tale poured in a sleeper's ear. 
Where was Lorenzo ? — He had stood 

Spell-bound ; but when I closed the lay, 
As if the charm ceased with the song, 

He darted hurriedly away. 
I masqued again, and wandered on 

Through many a gay and gorgeous room ; 
What with sweet waters, sweeter flowers, 

The air was heavy with perfume^ 
The harp was echoing the lute, 
Soft voices answered to the flute> 
And, like rills in the noontide clear, 
Beneath the flame-hung gondolier, 
Shone mirrors peopled with the shades 
Of stately youths and radiant maids ; 
And on the ear in whispers came 
Those winged words of soul and flame. 
Breathed in t^e dark-eyed beauty's ear 
By some young love-touched cavalier ; 
Or mixed at times some sound more gay, 
Of dance, or laugh, or roundelay. 
Qh, it is sickness at the heart 
To be^r in revelry its part. 
And yet feel bursting : — not one thing 
Which has part in its suffering, — 
The laugh as glad, the step as light. 
The song as sweet, the glance as bright ; 
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As the laugb, step, and glance, and song, 

Did to young happiness belong. ^ 

I turned me from the crowd, and reached 

A spot which seemed unsought by all — 
An alcove filled with shrubs and fiowers, 

But lighted by the distant hall, 
With one or two fair statues placed, 

Like deities of the sweet shrine. 
That human art should ever franie 

Such shapes so utterly divine ! 
A deep sigh breathed, — I knew the tone ; 

My cheek blushed warm, my heart beat high; — 
One moment more I too was known, — 

I shrank before Lorenzo's eye. 
He leant beside a pedestal. 

The glorious brow, of Parian stone, 
Of the Antinous, by his side, • 

Was not more noble than his own ! 
They were alike : he had the same 

Thick-clustering curls the Roman wore — 
The fixed and melancholy eye — 

The smile which passed like lightning o'er 
The curved lip. We did not speak, 
But the heart breathed upon each cheek ; 
We looked round with those wandering looks. 

Which seek some object for their gaze, 
As if each other's glance was like 

The too much light of morning's rays. 
I saw a youth beside me kneel ; 
I heard my name in music steal ; 
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I felt mj hand trembling in his ; — 

Another moment^ and his kiss 

Had burnt upon it ; when, like thought. 

So swift it past, my hand was thrown 
Away, as if in sudden pain. 

Lorenzo like a dream had flown ! 
We did not meet again : — he seemed 

To shun each spot where I might be : 
And, it was said, another claimed 

The heart — more than the world to me ! 

I loved him as young Genius loves, 

When its own wild and radiant heaven 
Of starry thought burns with the light, 

The love, the life, by passion given. 
I loved him, too, as woman loves — 

Reckless of sorrow, sin, or scorn : 
* Life had no evil destiny 

That, with him, I could not have borne ! 
I had been nurst in palaces ; 

Yet earth had not a spot so drear. 
That I should not have thought a home, 

Li paradise, had he been near ! 
How sweet it would have been to dwell. 
Apart from all, in some green dell 
Of sunny beauty, leaves and flowers ; 
And nestling birds to sing the hours ! 
Our home beneath some chesnut*s shade. 
But of the woven branches made : 
Our vesper hymn, the low, lone wail 
The rose hears from the nightingale ; 
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And waked at morning by the call 
Of music from a waterfall. 
But not alone in dreams like this, 
Breathed in the very hope of bliss, 
I loved : my love had been the same 
In hushed despair, in open shame. 
I would have rather been a slave. 

In tears, in bondage, by his side. 
Than shared in all, if wanting him. 

This world had power to give beside ! 
My heart was withered, — and my heart 

Had ever been the world to me ; 
And love had been the first fond dream. 

Whose life was in reality. 
I had sprung from my solitude 

Like a young bird upon the wing 
To meet the arrow ; so I met 

My poisoned shaft of suffering.. 
And as that bird, with drooping crest 
And broken wing, will seek his nest, 
But seek in vain ; so vain I sought 
My pleasant home of song and thought. 
There was one spell upon my brain. 
Upon my pencil, on my strain ; 
But one face to my colours came ; 
My chords replied but to one name — 
Lorenzo ! — all seemed vowed to thee, 
To passion, and to misery ! 
I had no interest in the things 

That once had been like life, or light ; 
No tale was pleasant to mine ear, 
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No song was sweet, no picture bright. 
I was wild with my great distress, 
Mj lone, my utter hopelessness ! 
I would sit hours by the side 
Of some clear rill, and mark it glide, 
Bearing my tears along till night 
Came with dark hours ; and soft starlight 
Watch o'er its shadowy beauty keeping. 

Till I grew calm : — then I would take 
The lute, which had all day been sleeping 

Upon a cypress tree, and wake 
The echoes of the midnight air 
With words that love wrung from despair. 



SONG. 

Farewell I — we shall not meet again 

As we are parting now I 
I must my beating heart restrain — 

Must veil my burning brow I 
Oh, I must coldly learn to hide 

One thought, all else above — 
Must call upon my woman's pride 

To hide my woman's love ! 
Check dreams I never may avow ; 
Be free, be careless, cold as thou ! 
Oh ! those are tears of bitterness. 

Wrung from the breaking heart. 
When two blest in their tenderness 

Must learn to live — apart ! 
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But what are they to that long sigh, 

That cold and fixed despair, 
That weight of wasting agony 

It must be mine to bear ? 
Methinks I should not thus repine. 
If I had but one vow of thine. 
I could forgive inconstancy 
To be one moment loved by thee I 
With me the hope of life is gone 

The sun of joy is set ; 
One wish my soul still dwells upon — 

The wish it could forget. 
I would forget that look, that tone, 
My heart hath all too dearly known. 
But who could ever yet efface 
From memory love's enduring trace ? 
All may revolt, all may complain — 
But who is there may break the chain ? 
Farewell ! — I shall not be to thee 

More than a passing thought ; 
But every time and place will be 

With thy remembrance fraught ! 
Farewell I we have not often met — 

We may not meet again ; 
But on my heart the seal is set 

Love never sets in vain ! 
Fruitless as constancy may be, 
No chance, no change, may turn from thee 
One who has loved thee wildly, well — 
But whose first love- vow breathed — farewell ? 
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And lays wLich only told of love 

Id all its varied sorrowing, 
The echoes of the broken heart. 

Were all the songs I now could sing. 
Legends of olden tiroes in Greece, 

Wben not a flower but had its tale ; 
When spirits haunted each green oak ; 

WLen voices sjioke in every gale ; 
When not a star shone in the sky 

Without its own love history. 
Amid its many aongs was one 

That suited well with niy sick mind. 
I eong it when the breath of flowers 

Came sweet upon the midnight wind. 



LEADES AND CYDIPPE. 

She sat her in her twilight bower, 

A temple formed of leaf and flower ; 

Rose and myrtle framed the roof. 

To a shower of April proof; 

And primroses, pale gems of spring, 

Lay on the green turf glistening, 

Close by the violet, wiioso breath 

Is so sweet in a dewy wreath. 

And oh, that myrtle ! how green it grew ! 

With flowers as while as the pearls of dew 

That shone beside : and tlje glorious rose 

Lay like o beuuty in warm repose, 



THE IMPBOYISATKICE. 39 

Blushing in slumber. The air was bright 
With the spirit and glow of its crimson light 

Ctdippe had turned from her columned hall. 
Where, the queen of the feast^ she was worshipped by all: 
Where the vases were burning with spices and flowers, 
And the odorous waters were playing in showers ; 
And lamps were blazing — those lamps of perfume 
Which shed such a charm of light over the bloom 
Of woman, when Pleasure a spell has thrown 
Over one night hour and made it her own. 
And the ruby wine-cup shone with a ray, 
As the gems of the East had there melted away ; 
And the bards were singing those songs of fire. 
That bright eyes and the goblet so well inspire ; — 
While she, the glory and pride of the hour, 
Sat silent and sad in her secret bower ! 

There is a grief that wastes the heart. 

Like mildew on a tulip's dyes, — 
When hope, deferred but to depart, 

Loses its smiles, but keeps its sighs : 
When love's bark, with its anchor gone. 
Clings to a straw, and still trusts on. 
Oh, more than all ! — methinks that love 

Should pray that it might ever be 
Beside the burning shrine which had 

Its young heart's fond idolatry. 
Oh, absence is the night of love ! 

Lovers are very children then ! 
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Fancying ten thousand feverish shapes, 

Until their light returns again. 
A look, a word, is then recalled, 

And thought upon until it wears, 
What is, perhaps, a very shade. 

The tone and aspect of our fears. 
And this is what was withering now 
The radiance of Ctdippe's brow. 
She watched until her cheek grew pale ; 
The green wave bore no bounding sail : 
Her sight grew dim ; 'mid the blue air 
No snowy dove came floating there, 
The dear scroll hid beneath his wing, 
With plume and soft eye glistening. 
To seek again, in leafy dome. 
The nest of its accustomed home ! 
Still far away, o'er land and seas. 
Lingered the faithless Leades. 

She thought on the spring days, when she had been 
Lonely and lovely, a maiden queen : 
When passion to her was a storm at sea. 
Heard 'mid the green land's tranquillity. 
But a stately- warrior came from afar; 
He bore on his bosom the glorious scar 
So worshipped by woman — the death-seal of war. 
And the maiden's heart was an easy prize. 
When valour and faith were her sacrifice. 

Methinks, might that sweet season last. 
In which our first love-dream is past, 
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Ere doubts and cares, and jealous pain, 
Are flaws in the heart's diamond-chain: — 
Men might forget to think on Heaven, 
And yet have the sweet sin forgiven. 

But ere the marriage-feast was spread, 

Leades said that he must brook 
To part awhile from that best light. 

Those eyes which fixed his every look : 
Just press again his native shore. 

And then he would that shore resign 
For her dear sake, who was to him 

His household-god I — his spirit's shrine ! 

He came not I Then the heart's decay 
Wasted her silently away : — 
A sweet fount, which the mid-day sun 
Has all too hotly looked upon! 

It is most sad to watch the fall 
Of autumn leaves ! — but worst of all 
It is to watch the flower of spring 
Faded in its fresh blossoming! 
To see the once so clear blue orb 

Its summer light and warmth forget ; 
Darkening beneath its tearful lid. 

Like a rain-beaten violet I 
To watch the banner-rose of health 

Pass from the cheek I — to mark how plain 
Upon the wan and sunken brow. 

Become the wanderings of each vein ! 
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The shadowy hand so thin so pale I 

The languid step ! — the drooping head! 

The long wreaths of neglected hair! 
The lip whence red and smile are fled! 

And having watched thus, day by day, 

Light, life, and colour, pass away ! 
To see, at length, the glassy eye 

Fix dull in dread mortality ; 
Mark the last ray, catch the last breath, 

Till the grave sets its sign of death ! 

This was Ctdippe's fate ! — They laid 
The maiden underneath the shade 
Of a green cypress — and that hour 
The tree was withered and stood bare ! 
The spring brought leaves to other trees, 
But never other leaf grew there ! 
It stood, 'mid others flourishing, 
A blighted, solitary thing. 

The summer sun shone on that tree 
When shot a vessel o'er the sea — 
When sprang a warrior from the prow — 
Leades! by the stately brow. 

Forgotten toil, forgotten care> 
All his worn heart has had to bear. 
That heart is full ! He hears the sigh 
That breathed 'Farewell ! ' so tenderly. 
K even then it was most sweet, 
What will it be that now they meet ? 
Alas ! alas ! Hope's fair deceit ! 
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He spurred o'er land, has cut the wave, 
To look but on Cydippk's grave. 

It has blossomed in beauty, that lone tree, 

Leades' kiss restored its bloom ; 
For wild he kissed the withered stem-^ 

It grew upon Ctdippe's tomb I 
And there he dwelt. The hottest ray, 
Still dew upon the branches lay 
Like constant tears. The winter came ; 
But still the green tree stood the same. 
And it was said, at evening's close, 
A sound of whispered music rose ; 
That 'twas the trace of viewless feet 
Made the flowers more than flowers sweet. 
At length Leades died. That day, 
Bark and green foliage past away 
From the lone tree, — again a thing 
Of wonder and of perishing! 



One evening I had roamed beside 
The winding of the Arno's tide ; 
The sky was flooded with moonlight : 
Below were waters azure bright, 
Palazzos with their marble halls. 
Green gardens, silver waterfalls. 
And orange groves and citron shades. 
And cavaliers and dark-eyed maids ; 
Sweet voices singing, echoes sent 
From many a rich-toned instrument. 
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I could not bear this loveliness ! 

It was on such a night as this 
That love had lighted up my dream 

Of long despair and short-lived bliss. 
I sought the city; wandering on, 

Unconscious where my steps might be : 
My heart was deep in other thoughts ; 

All places were alike to me : — 
At length I stopped beneath the walls 
Of San Mark's old cathedral halls. 
I entered : — and, beneath the roof, 
Ten thousand wax-lights burnt on high ; 
And incense on the censers fumed 
As for some great solemnity. 
The white-robed choristers were singing ; 
Their cheerful peal the bells were ringing : 
Then deep-voiced music floated round, 
As the far arches sent forth sound — 
The stately organ: — and fair bands 
Of young girls strewed, with lavish hands, 
Violets o'er the mosaic floor ; 
And sang while scattering the sweet store. 

I turned me to a distant aisle 

Where but a feeble glimmering came 
(Itself in darkness) of the smile 

Sent from the tapers' perfumed flame ; 
And coloured as each pictured pane 
Shed o*er the blaze its crimson stain : — 
While, from the window o'er my head, 
A dim and sickly gleam was shed 
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From the young moon, — enough to show 
That tomb and tablet lay below. 
I leant upon one monument^ — 

'Twas sacred to unhappy love : 
On it were carved a blighted pine — 
A broken ring — a wounded dove. 
And two or three brief words told all 

Her history who lay beneath : — 
* The flowers — at mom her bridal flowers, — 

* Formed, e'er the eve, her funeral wreath.' 

I could but envy her. T thought, 

How sweet it must be thus to die ! 
Your last looks watched, — ^your last sigh caught, 

As life or heaven were in that sigh ! 
Passing in loveliness and light ; 
Your heart as piire, — your cheek as bright 
As the spring-rose, whose petals shut 
By sun unscorched, by shower unwet ; 
Leaving behind a memory 
Shrined in love's fond eternity. 

But I was wakened from this dream 

By a burst of light — a gush of song — 
A welcome, as the stately doors 

Poured in a gay and gorgeous throng. 
I could see all from where I stood. 

And first I looked upon the bride ; 
She was a pale and lovely girl ; — 

But, oh God ! who was by her side ? — 
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Lorenzo ! — No, I did not speak ; 
My heart beat high, but could not break. 
I shrieked not, wept not : but stood there 
Motionless in my still despair ; 
As I were forced by some strange thral], 
To bear with and to look on all, — 
I heard the hymn, I heard the vow ; 
(Mine ear throbs with them even now !) 
I saw the young bride's timid cheek 

Blushing beneath her silver veil. 
I saw LoBENZo kneel ! Methought 

('Twas but a thought I) he too was pale. 
But when it ended, and his lip 

Was prest to hers — I saw no more ! 
My heart grew cold, — ^my brain swam round, 

I sank upon the cloister floor ! 
I lived, — if that may be called life, 

From which each charm of life has fled — 
Happiness gone, with hope and love, — 

In all but breath already dead. 

Rust gathered on the silent chords 
Of my neglected lyre, — the breeze 

Was now its mistress : music brought 
For me too bitter memories ! 

The ivy darkened o'er my bower; 

Around, the weeds choked every flower. 

I pleased me in this desolateness, 

As each thing bore my fate's impress, 

At length I made myself a task — 
To paint that Cretan maiden's fate, 



THE IMPE0VI8ATRICE. 47 

Whom Love taught such deep happiness, 

And whom Love left so desolate. 
I drew her on a rocky shore : — 
Her black hair loose, and sprinkled o'er 
With white sea-foam ; — her arms were bare, 
Flung upwards in their last despair. 
Her naked feet the pebbles prest ; 
The tempest-wind sang in her vest : 
A wild stare in her glassy eyes ; 
White Ups, as parched by their hot sighs ; 
And cheek more pallid than the spray 
Which, cold and colourless, on it lay : — 
Just such a statue as should be 

Placed ever, Love ! beside thy shrine ; 
Warning thy victims of what ills — 

What burning tears, false god ! are thine. 

Before her was the darkling sea : 

Behind the barren mountains rose — 
A fit home for the broken heart 
To weep away life, wrongs, and woes ! 

I had now but one hope : — that when 

The hand that traced these tints was cold — 

Its pulse but in their passion seen — 
Lorenzo might these tints behold. 

And find my grief; — think — see — feel all 
I felt, in this memorial ! 

It was one evening, — the rose light 
Was o'er each green veranda shining ; 

Spring was just breaking, and wliite buds 
Were 'mid the darker ivy twining. 
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My hall was filled with the perfume 
Sent from the early orange bloom : 
The fountain, in the midst, was fraught 
With rich hues from the sunset caught ; 
And the first song came from the dove, 
Nestling in the shrub alcove. 
But why pause on my happiness ? — 

Another step was with mine there, 
Another sigh than mine made sweet 

With its dear breath the scented air ! 
LoBENZO ! could it be my hand 
That now was trembling in thine own ? 
LoBENZO ! could it be mine ear 
That drank the music of thy tone ? 

We sat us by a lattice, where 

Came in the soothing evening breeze, 
Rich with the gifts of early flowers. 

And the soft wind-lute's symphonies. 
And in the twilight's vesper-hour, 
Beneath the hanging jasmine shower, 
I heard a tale, — as fond, as dear 
As e'er was poured in woman's ear ! 



LOEENZO'S HISTORY. 



I was betrothed from earliest youth 
To a fair orphan, who was left 

Beneath my father's roof and care, — 
Of every other friend bereft : 
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An heiress, with her fertile vales, 

Caskets of Indian gold and pearl ; 
Yet meek as poverty itself, 

And timid as a peasant girl : 
A delicate, frail thing, — but made 
For spring sunshine, or summer shade ; 
A slender flower unmeet to bear 
One April shower, — so slight, so fair. 

I loved her as a brother loves 

His favourite sister : and when war 
First called me from our long-shared home 

To bear mj father's sword afar, 
I parted from her, — not as one 

Whose life and soul are wrung by parting : 
With death-cold brow and throbbing pulse, 

And burning tears like life-blood starting. 
Lost in war dreams, I scarcely heard 

The prayer that bore my name above-: 
The 'Farewell !* that kissed off her tears 

Had. more of pity than of love ! 
I thought of her not with that deep, 
Intensest memory love will keep 
More tenderly than life. To me 

She was but as a dream of home, — 
One of those calm and pleasant thoughts 

That o'er the soldier's spirit come ; 
Bemembering him, when battle low'rs, 
Of twilight walks and fireside hours. 

I came to thy bright Florence when 
The task of blood was done : 
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I saw thee ! Had I lired before ? 

Oh, no I my life bat then begnn. 
Aj, bj that blosh ! the summer rose 

Has not more luxury of light ! 
Ay, by those eyes ! whose language is 

Like what the clear stars speak at night. 
Thy first look was a fever spell ! — 
Thy first word was an oracle 
Which sealed my fate ! I worshipped thee. 
My beautiful, bright deity ! 
Worshipped thee as a sacred thii^ 
Of Grenius' high imagining ; — 
But loyed thee for thy sweet revealing 
Of woman's own most gentle feeling. 
I might have broken from the chain 

Thy power, thy glory round me flung ! 
But never might forget thy blush— 

The smile which on thy sweet lips hung! 
I lived but in thy sight ! One night 

From thy hair fell a myrtle blossom ; 
It was a relic that breathed of thee : 

Look I it has withered in my bosom ! 
Yet I was wretched, though I dwelt 

Li the sweet sight of paradise : 
A curse lay on me. But not now. 

Thus smiled upon by thode dear eyes. 
Will I think over thoughts of pain. 

in only tell thee that the line 
That ever told Love's misery, 

Ne'er told of misery like mine ! 
I wedded. — I could not have home 



I 
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To see the young Iakths blighted / 

Bj that worst blight the spring can know— "^^ 

Trusting affectiQa ill requited I 
Oh, was it that she was too hitf 

Too innocent for this damp earth ; 
And that her native star above 

Bechttmai again its gentle birth?' 
She faded. Ob, mj peerless queen, 

I need not pray thee pardon me 
For owning that my heart then felt 

For any other than for thee ! 
I bore her to those azure isles 

Where health dwells by the side of spring ; 
And deemed their green and sunny vales, 

And calm and fragrant airs, might bring 
Warmth to the cheek, light to the eye, 
Of her who was too young to die* 
It was in vain !-— and, day by day 
The gentle creature died away. 
As parts the odour from the rose-^^ 
As fades the sky at twilight's close— < 
She past so tender and so fair.; 

So patient, though she knew each breath 
Might be her last ; her own mild emile 

Parted her placid lips in death*. 
Her grave is under* southern skies ; . 
Green turf and flowers o'er it rise. 
Oh ! nothing but a pale spring wreath 
Would fade o'er heir who lies beoeati) !. 
I gave h» pi^ayers-^I gave her teajc&ie^ 
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I staid awhile beside her grave ; 
Then led by Hope, and led by Love, 

Again I cut the azure wave. 
What have I more to say, my life ! 

But just to pray one smile of thine, 
Telling I have not loved in vain — 

That thou dost join these hopes of mine? 
Yes, smile, sweet love ! our life will be 

As radiant as a fairy tale ! 
Glad as the sky-lark's earliest song — 

Sweet as the sigh of the spring gale ! 
All, all that life will ever be, 
Shone o'er, divinest love ! by thee. 



Oh, mockery of happiness ! 

Love now was all too late to save. 
False Love ! oh what had you to do 

With one you had led to the grave ? 
A little time I had been glad 
To mark the paleness on my cheek ; 
To feel how, day by day, my step 

Grew fainter, and my hand more weak ; 
To know the fever of my soul 

Was also preying on my frame : 
But now I would have given worlds 

To change the crimson hectic's flame 
For the pure rose of health ; to live 
For the dear life that Love could give. 
— Oh, youth may sicken at its bloom. 
And wealth and fame pray for the tomb ;— 
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But can love bear from love to part, 
And not cling to that one dear heart ? 
I shrank away from death, — my tears 
Had been unwept in other years : 
But thus, in love's first ecstasy, 
Was it not worse than death to die ? 
Lorenzo ! I would live for thee ! 
But thou wilt have to weep for me ! 
That sun has kissed the morning dews, — 

I shall not see its twilight close ! 
That rose is fading in the noon, 

And I shall not outlive that rose ! 
Come, let me lean upon thy breast. 
My last, best place of happiest rest ! 
Once more let me breathe thy sighs — 
Look once more in those watching eyes I 
Oh I but for thee, and grief of thine, 
And parting, I should not repine ! 
It is deep happiness to die, 
Yet Uve in Love's dear memory- 
Thou wilt remember me, — my name 
Is linked with beauty and with fame. 
The summer airs, the summer sky. 
The soothing spell of Music's sigh, — 
Stars in their poetry of night, 
The silver silence of moonlight, — 
The dim blush of the twilight hours. 
The fragrance of the bee-kissed flowers ;— - 
But, more than all, sweet songs will be 
Thrice sacred unto Love and ry^*> 

E ft 
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LoBENZO I be this kiss a spell ! 

Mj first I^-^nj last I Fabbw£ll!«-Fabew£ll ! 



^0*t 



Thebe is a lofne and stately haU, 
Its master dwells apart from all. 
A wanderer through Italia's land, 

One ni^t a refuge there I found. 
The lightning flash rolled o'er the sky, 

The torrent rain was swe^ing round : 
These won the entrance. He was yonng, 
The castle's lord« but pale like age ; 
His brow, as sculpture beautiful, 

Was wan a$ Grieif s corroded page. 
He had no wotds^ lie iiad no smiles. 

No h<qpeA; -^ his sole employ to brood 
Silently over his 6ick heart 

In sorrow and in solitude. 
I saw the hall where, day by day, 
He mnsed his weary life away ; 
It scarcely seemed -a place for woe, 

But rather Hke a genie^ home. 
Around were graceful statues ranged, 

And pictures shose around the dome. 
But there was one «-« a loreiieat one I -*- 

One picture btfightest of all there ! 
Oh I neyer did the painter's dream 

Shape thing so gloriously fair ! 
It was a face I— the summer day 

I9 not more radiant in its lisrht! 
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Dark flashing eyes, like the deep stars 

Lighting the azure brow of night ; 
A blush like sunrise o'er the rose ; 

A cloud of raven hair, whose shade 
Was sweet as evening's, and whose curls 

Clustered beneath a laurel braid. 
She leant upon a harp : — one hand 

Wandered, like snow, amid the chords ; 
The lips were opening with such life, 

You almost heard the silvery words. 
She looked a form of light and life, 

All soul, all passion, and all fire ; 
A priestess of Apollo's, when 

The morning beams fall on her lyre ; 
A Sappho, or ere love had turned 
The heart to stone where once it burned. 
But by the picture's side was placed 
A funeral urn on which was traced 
The heart's recorded wretchedness ; — 

And on a tablet, hung above. 
Was 'graved one tribute of sad words— 

' Lorenzo to ms Minstrbl Love.' 
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THE TROUBADOUR. 



CAKTO I. 

Call to mind jonr loveliest dream,-^ 

When jour sleep is lull'd by a mountain stream, 

When your pillow is made of the violet, 

And over your head the branches are met 

Of a lime-tree covered With bloom and bees, 

When the rose's breath is on the breeze. 

When odours and light on your eyelids press 

With summer's delicious idleness ; 

And upon you some shadowy likeness may glance 

Of the faery banks of the bright Duraiice ; 

Just where at first its current flows 

'Mid willows and its own white rose^ — 

Its clear and early tide, or ere 

A shade, save trees, its waters bear. 

The sun, like an Indian king, has leflt 
To that fair river a royal gift 
Of gold and purple ; no longer shines 
His broad red disk o'er that forest of pines 
Sweeping beneath tlie burning sky 
Like a death-black ocean, whose billows lie 
Dreaming dark dreams of storm in their sleep 
When the wings of the tempest shall over them sweep. 
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— And with its towers cleaving the red 
Of the sunset clouds, and its shadow spread 
Like a cloak before it, darkening the ranks 
Of the light young trees on the river's banks, 
And ending there, as the waters shone 

Too bright for shadows to rest upon, 
A castle stands ; whose windows gleam 
Like the golden flash of a noon-lit stream 
Seen through the lily and water-flags' screen : 
Just so shine those panes through the ivy green, 
A curtain to shut out sun and air. 
Which the work of years has woven there. 

— But not in the lighted pomp of the west 
Looks the evening its loveliest ; 

Enter yon turret, and round you gaze 
On what the twilight east displays : 
One star, pure, clear, as if it shed 
The dew on each young flower's head ; 
And, like a beauty of southern clime, 
Her veil thrown back for the first time, 
Pale, timid, as she feared to own 
Her claim upon the midnight throne, 
Shows the fair moon her crescent sign. 

— Beneath in many a serpentine. 
The river wanders ; chesnut trees 
Spread their old boughs o'er cottages 
Where the low roofs and porticoes 
Are cover'd with the Provence rose. 

And there are vineyards : none might view 
The fruit o'er which the foliage weaves ; 

And olive groves, pale as the dew 
Crusted its silver o'er the leaves. 
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And there the castle garden lay 
With tints in beautiful array : 
Its dark green walks, its fountains falling, 
Its tame birds to each other calling ; 
The peacock with its orient rings, 
The silver pheasant's gleaming wings ; 
And on the breeze rich odours sent 
Sweet messages, as if they meant 
To rouse each sleeping sense to all 
The loveliness of evening's falL— » 
That lonely turret, is it not 
A minstrel's own peculiar spot ? 
Thus with the light of shadowy grey 
To dream the pleasant hours away. 

Slight columns were around the hall 
With wreathed and fluted pedestal 
Of green Italian marble made, 
In likeness of the palm-tree's shade ; 
And o'er the ceiling starry showers . 
Mingled with many-colour'd flowers. 
With crimson roses o'er her weeping, 
^ There lay that royal maiden sleeping — 
Danae, she whom gold could move — 
How could it move her heart to love ? 
Between the pillars the rich fold 
Of tapestry fell, inwrought with gold, 
And many-colour'd silks which gave. 
Strange legends of the fair and brave. 
And there the terrace covered o'er 
With summer's fair and scented store ; 
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As grateful for the gentle care 
That had such pride to keep it fair. 

And, gazing, as if heart and eye 
Were mingled with that lovely sky^ 
There stood a youth, slight, as not yet 
With manhood's strength and firmpess set ; 
But on his cold, pale cheek were caught 
The traces of some deeper thought, 
A something seen of pride and glpopv 
Not like youth's Kour of light ^nd blqom ; 
A brow of pride, a lip of scorn,--* 

Yet beautifuMll Bcom and pri4e-*- 
A conscious priio^ as if he own'd 

Gkms hidden from the world Ibeside ; 
And scorn, as he cared not to leam 
Should others prize those genm or ispurn* 
He was the last of a proud race 

Who left him but his sword and name. 
And boyhood pass'd in restless dreams 

Of future deeds and future fame. 
But there were other dearer dreams 
Than the light'ning flash of these war gleams 
That flll'd the depths of BikXHOND's heart ; 
For his wa3 now the loveliest part 
Of the young poet's life, when flr6r(> 
In solitude and silence nurst^ 
His geniu0 rises Uke a spring 
UnnoticAd ia its v^aoderiog I 
Ere wkiteroWudor suiiditterra^ l. . 
Have ehiU*^'iv wasted it flLWfiy» 
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When thoughts with their own beauty fill'd 

Shed their own richness over all, 
As waters from sweei woods distiU'd • - 

Breathe perfume oot where'er the^r ML 
I know not whether Love con fling ' 
A deeper witchery from his wing 
Than falls, sweet Power of Song, from thine. 
Yet, ah ! the wreath that binds thy shrine, 
Though seemingly all bloom and lights 
Hides thorn and canker, worm and blight, 
Planet of wayward destinies, 
Thy victims are thy votaries ! 
Alas ! for him whose youthful fire 
Is vow'd and wasted on the lyre,— 
Alas ! for him who shall essay 
The laurel's long and dreary way I 
Mocking will greet, neglect will chill 
His spirit's gush, his bosom's thrill ; 
And, worst of all, that heartless praise 
Echoed from what another says. 
He dreams a dream of life and light, 

And grasps the rainbow that appears 
Afar all beautiful and bright^ 

And finds it only form'd of t^ars. 
Ay, let hin^ reach the goal, let fame 
Pour glory's sunlight on his name, 
Let his songs be on every tongue. 
And wealth and honQurs ro^nd him flung : 
Then let him show his Msret tlKN^ht, 
Will it not own them dearfy bought ?• 
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See him in weariness fling down 
The golden harp, the violet crown ; 
And sigh for all the toil, the care. 
The wrong that he has had to bear ; 
Then wish the treasures of his lute 
Had been, like his own feelings, mute, 
And curse the hour when that he gave 
To sight that wealth, his lord and slave. 

But Batmond was in the first stage 
Of life's enchanted pilgrimage : 
'Tis not for Spring to think on all 
The sear and waste of Autumn's fall : — 
Enough for him to watch beside 
The bursting of the mountain tide. 
To wander through the twilight shade 
By the dark, arching pine-boughs made, 
And at the evening's star-lit hour 
To seek for some less shadowy bower. 
When dewy leaf, and flower pale. 
Made the home of the nightingale. 
Or he would seek the turret hall. 
And there, unheard, unseen of all. 
When even the night winds were mute. 
His rich tones answer'd to the lute ; 
And in his pleasant solitude 
He would forget his wayward mood. 
And pour his spirit forth when none 
Broke on his solitude, save one. 

There is a light step passing by 
Like the distant sound of music's sigh ; 
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It is that fair and gentle child, 
Whose sweetness has so oft beguil'd, 
Like sunlight on a stormy day, 
His almost sullenness away. 

They said she was not of mortal birth, 
And her face was fairer than face of earth : 
What is the thing to liken it to ? 
A lily just dipp'd in the summer dew — 
Parian marble — snow's first fall? — 
Her brow was fairer than each and all. 
And so delicate was each vein's soft blue, 
'Twas not like blood that wander'd through. 
Rarely upon that cheek was shed. 
By health or by youth, one tinge of red ; 
And never closest look could descry. 
In shine, or in shade, the hue of her eye : 
But as it were made of light, it changed, 
With every sunbeam that over it ranged ; 
And that eye could look through the long dark lasli, 
With the moon's dewy smile, or the lightning's flash. 
Her silken tresses, so bright and so fair, 
Stream'd like a banner of light on the air, 
And seldom its sunny wealth around 
Was chaplet of flowers or ribbon bound ; 
But amid the gold of its thousand curls 
Was twisted a braid of snow-white pearls, — 
They said 'twas a charmed spell ; that before, 
This braid her nameless mother wore ; 
And many were the stories wild 
Whisper'd of the neglected child. 

VOL. I. F 
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Lord Ajiirald (thus the tale was told), 
The former lord of the castle-hold, — 
Lord Amirald had followed the chase 
Till he was first and last in the race ; 
The blood-dy'd sweat hung on his steed, 
Each breath was a gasp, yet he stay'd not his speed. 
Twice the dust and foam had been wash'd 
By the mountain torrent that over them dash'd ; 
But still the stag held on his way. 
Till a forest of pine trees before them lay, 
And bounding and crashing boughs declare 
The stag and the hunter have enter'd there. 
On, on they went, till a greenwood screen 
Lay Amirald and his prey between : 
He has heard the creature sink on the ground, 
And the branches give way at his courser's bound. 

The spent stag on the grass is laid ; 
But over him is leant a maid. 
Her arms and fair hair glistening 
With the bright waters of the spring ;* 
And Amirald paused and gazed, as seeing 

Were grown the sole sense of his being. 

At first she heard him not, but bent 
Upon her pitying task intent ; 



* The foundation of this tale was taken from the exquisite and wild 
legend in the Bride of Lammermnir. It is venturing on hallowed 
^*ound ; but I have the common excuse for most human errors, — I 
was tempted by beauty. 
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The summer clouds of hair that hung 
Over her brow were backward flung, 
She saw him ! Her first words were prayer 
Her gasping favourite's life to spare ; 
But her next tones were soft and low. 
And on her cheek a mantling glow 
Play'd like a rainbow ; and the eye 
That raised in pleading energy, 
Shed, starlike, its deep beauty round, 
Seem'd now as if to earth spell-bound.— > 
They parted : but each one that night 
Thought on the meeting at twilight. 

It matters not, how, day by day. 
Love made his sure but secret way. 
Oh, where is there the heart but knows 
Love's first steps are upon the rose I 
And here were all which still should be 
Nurses to Love's sweet infancy, — 
Hope, mystery, absence : — then each thought 
A something holy with it brought 
Their sighs were breathed, their vows were given 
Before the face of the high Heaven, 
Link'd not with courtly vanities, 
But birds and blossoms, leaves and trees : — 
Love was not made for palace pride. 
For halls and domes — they met beside 
A marble fountain, overgrown 
With moss, that made it Nature's own. 
Though through the green shone veins of snow, 

Like the small Fairy's paved ways, 
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As if a relic left to show 

The luxury of departed days^ 
And show its nothingness. The wave 
That princely brows were wont to lave 
Was left now for the wild bird's bill. 
And the red deer to drink their filL 
Yet still it was as fair a spot 
As in its once more splendid lot : 
Around the dark sweep of the pine 
Guarded it like a wood-nymph's shrine, 
And the gold-spotted moss was set 
With crowds of the white violet. 
One only oak grew by the spring. 
The forest's patriarch and king ; 
A nightingale had built her nest 
In the green shadow of its rest ; 
And in its hollow trunk the bees 
Dwelt in their honey palaces ; 
And underneath its shelter stood. 
Leant like a beauty o'er the flood 
Watching each tender bud unclose, 
A beautiful white Provence rose ; — 
Yet wan and pale as that it knew 
What changing skies and sun could do ; 
As that it knew, and, knowing, sigh'd 
The vanity of summer pride ; 
As watching could put off the hour 
When falls the leaf and fades the flower. 
Alas ! that every lovely thing 
Lives only but for withering, — * 
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That spring rainbows and summer shine 
End but in autumn's pale decline. 

And here the lovers met, what hour 
The bee departed from the flower, 
And droop'd the bud at being left, 
Or as ashamed of each sweet theft, 
What hour the soft wind bore along 
The nightingale's moonlighted song. 

And Amiraxd heard her father^s name, 
He whose it was, was link'd with fame : 
Though driven from his heritage, 
A hunted exile in his age. 
For that he would not bend the knee, 
And draw the sword at Rome's decree. 

She led him to the lonely cot. 
And almost Amibald wish'd his lot 
Had been cast in that humbler life, 
Over whose peace the hour of strife 
Passes but like the storm at sea 
That wakes not earth's tranquillity. 

In secret were they wed, not then 
Had Amirald power to fling again 
The banner of defiance wide 
To priestly pomp and priestly pride ; 
But day by day more strong his hand, 
And more his friends, and soon the brand 
That in its wrongs and silence slept 
Had from its blood-stain'd scabbard leapt 
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70 THE TROUBADOUR. 

But here are told such varying tales 

That none may know where truth prevails ; 

For there were hints of murder done, 

And deeds of blood that well might shun 

All knowledge ; but the wildest one 

Was most believed : 'twas whisper'd round 

Ijord Amirald in hunting found 

An evil spirit, but array'd 

In semblance of a human maid ; 

That 'twas some holy word whose force 

Broke off their sinful intercourse. 

But this is sure, one evening late 

Lord Amirald reach'd his castle gate. 

And blood was on his spurs of gold, 

And blood was on his mantle's fold, — 

He flung it back, and on his arm 

A fair young child lay pillow'd warm ; 

It stretch'd its little hands and smiled, 

And Amirald said it was his child, 

And bade the train their aid afford 

Suiting the daughter of their Lord. 

Then sought his brother, but alone ; 

Yet there were some who heard a tone 

Of stifled agony, a prayer 

His child should meet a father's care ; 

And as he pass'd the hall again 

He call'd around his vassal train. 

And bade them own his brother's sway. 

Then pass'd himself like a dream away, — 

And from that hour none heard his name. 

No tale, no tidings of him came, 
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Save a vague murmur, that he fell 
In fighting with the Infidel. 

But his fair child grew like a flower 
Springing in March's earlier hour, 
'Mid storm and chill, yet loveliest — 
Though somewhat paler than the rest. 

Perhaps it was her orphan'd state. 
So young, so fair, so desolate, — 
Somewhat of likeness in their fate 
Made Raymond's heart for her confess 
Its hidden depths of tenderness. 
Neglected both ; and those that pine 
In love's despair and hope's decline. 
Can love the most when some sweet spell 
Breaks the seal on affection's well. 
And bids its waters flow like light 
Returning to the darken'd sight. 
And while his fallen fortunes taught 
Raymond's proud solitude of thought, 
His spirit's cold, stern haughtiness 
In her was gentle moumfulness. 
The cold north wind which blows to earth 

The lightness of the willow's birth 
Bends not the mountain cedar trees ; 
Folding their branches from the breeze,* 

* Some ancient travellers assert, that in winter the cedars of Lebanon 
fold their branches together, and in this spiral form defy the storms 
which would otherwise destroy their outstretched limbs. I believe 
the fact is not well authenticated, but enough for the uses of poetiy. 
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They stand as if they could defy 
The utmost rage of storm and sky. 
And she, she would have thought it sin 
To harbour one sweet thought within, 
In whose delight he had no part, — 
He was the world of her young heart. 
A childish fondness, yet revealing 
Somewhat of woman's deeper feeling, — 
Else wherefore is that crimson blush, 
As her cheek felt her bosom's rush 
Upon her face, while pausing now 
Her eyes are raised to Raymond's brow, 
Who, lute-waked to a ballad old, 
A legend of the fair and bold. 

BALLAD. 

He raised the golden cup from the board. 
It sparkled with purple wealth. 

He kist the brim her lip had prest. 
And drank to his ladye's health. 

Ladye, to-night I pledge thy name, 
To-morrow thou shalt pledge mine ; 

Ever the smile of beauty should light 
The victor's blood-red wine. 

There are some flowers of brightest bloom 

Amid thy beautiful hair. 
Give me those roses, they shall be 

The favour I will wear. 



THE TROUBADOUR. 7^ 

For ere their colour is wholly gone, 

Or the breath of their sweetness fled, 
They shall be placed in thy curls again, 

But d/d of a deeper red. 

The warrior rode forth in the morning light, 

And beside his snow-white plume 
Were the roses wet with the sparkling dew 

Like pearls on their crimson bloom. 

The maiden stood on her highest tower, 

And watched her knight depart ; 
She dash'd the tear aside, but her hand 

Might not still her beating heart. 

All day she watch'd the distant clouds 

Float on the distant air, 
A crucifix upon her neck, 

And on her lips a prayer. 

The sun went down, and twilight came 

With her banner of pearlin grey. 
And then afar she saw a band 

Wind down the vale their way. 

They came like victors, for high o'er their ranks 

Were their crimson colours borne ; 
And a stranger pennon droop'd beneath. 

But that was bow'd and torn : 



74 THE TBOUBADOUB. 

But she saw no white steed first in the ranks. 

No rider that spurred before ; 
But the evening shadows were closing fast, 

And she could see no more. 

She turn'd from her watch on the lonely tower. 

In haste to reach the hall, 
And as she sprang down the winding stair 

She heard the drawbridge fall. 

A hundred harps their welcome rung, 

Then paused as if in fear ; 
The ladje enter'd the hall, and saw 

Her true knight stretch'd on his bier ! 



The song ceased, yet not with its tone 
Is the minstrel's vision wholly flown ; 
But there he stood as if he had sent 
His spirit to rove on the element 
But Eva broke on his trance, and the while 
Play'd o'er her lip a sigh and a smile ; — 
" Now turn thee from that evening sky. 
And the dreaming thoughts that are passing by, 
And give me those buds, thou hast pluck'd away 
The leaves of the rose round which they lay ; 
Yet still the boon thrice fair will be, 
And give them for my tidings to me. 
A herald waits in the court to claim 
Aid in the Lady of Clarin's name ; 
And well you know the fair Clotildb 
Will have her utmost prayer fulfiU'd. 
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Go to the hall at once, and ask 
That thine may be the glorious task 
To spread the banner to the day 
And lead the vassals to the fray." — 

He rush'd to the crowded hall, and there 
He heard the herald's words declare 
The inroad on her lands, the wrong 
The lonely Countess suffer'd long. 
And now Sib Herbert's arm'd array 
Before her very castle lay ; 
But surely there was many a knight 
Whose sword would strike for lady's right ; 
And surely many a lover's hand 
In such a cause would draw the brand. 

And rush'd the blood, and flash'd the light 
To Raymond's cheek, from Ra^tmond's eye, 

When he stood forth and claim'd the fight, 
And spoke of death and victory. 
Those words that thrill the heart when first 
Forth the young warrior's soul has burst. 
And smiled the castle lord to see 
His ward's impetuous energy. 

" Well ! get thy sword, the dawning day 
Shall see thee lead my best array ; 
Suits it young warrior well to fight 
For lady's cause and lady's right : 
'Tis just a field for knight to win 
His maiden spurs and honours in." 
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And Ra^tmond felt as if a gush 
Of thousand waters in one rush 
Were on his heart, as if the dreams 
Of what, alas ! Kfe only seems, 
Wild thoughts and noontide revelries, 
Were turn'd into realities. 
Impatient, restless, first his steed 
Was hurried to its utmost speed : 
And next his falchion's edge was tried. 
Then waved the helmet's plume of pride, 
Then wandering through the courts and hall. 
He paus'd in none yet pass'd through all. 

But there was one whose gentle heart 
Could ill take its accustom'd part 
In Raymond's feelings, one who deem'd 
That almost unkind Raymond seem'd: — 
If thus the very name of war, 

Could fill so utterly each thought, 
How durst she hope, that when afar 

Eva would be to memory brought ? 
Oh, she had yet the task to learn 
How often woman's heart must turn 
To feed upon its own excess 
Of deep yet passionate tenderness ! 
How much of grief the heart must prove 
That yields a sanctuary to love ! 

And ever since the crimson day 
Had faded into twilight grey, 
She had been in the gallery, where 
Hung, pictured, knight and lady fair, 
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Where haughty brow, and lovely face, 
Show'd youth and maiden of her race. 
With both it was a favourite spot. 
And names and histories which had not 
A record save in the dim light 
Tradition throws on memory's night 
To them were treasures ; they could tell 
What from the first crusade befelL 

There could not be a solitude 
More fitted for a pensive mood 
Than this old gallery, — the light 
Of the full moon came coldly bright, — 
A silvery stream, save where a stain 
Fell from the pictured window pane, — 
A ruby flush, a purple dye, 
Like the last sun-streak on the sky. 
And lighted lip, and cheek of bloom, 
Almost in mockery of the tomb. 
How sad, how strange to think the shade, 
The copy faint of beauty made. 
Should be the only wreck that death 
Shall leave of so much bloom and breath. 
The cheek, long since the earth-worm's prey, 
Beside the lovely of to-day 
Here smiles as bright, as fresh, as fair, 
As if of the same hour it were. 

There pass'd a step along the hall. 
And Eva started as if all 
Her treasures, secret until now, 
Burnt in the blush upon her brow. 
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There was a somethiDg in their meeting, 
A conscious trembling in her greeting, 
As coldness from his eye might hide 
The struggle of her love and pride ; 
Then fears of all too much revealing 
Vanished with a reproachful feeling. 
What, coldness ! when another day 
And Ra^tmond would be far away, 
When that to-morrow's rising sun 
Might be the last he looked upon ! 

" Come, Eva, dear ! by the moonlight 
We'll visit all our haunts to-night 
I could not lay me down to rest. 
For, like the feathers in my crest. 
My thoughts are waving to and fro. 
Come, Eva, dear ! I could not go 
Without a pilgrimage to all 
Of garden, nook, and waterfall, — 
Where, amid birds, and leaves, and flowers, 
And gales that cooUd the sunny hours 
With legend old, and plaining song. 
We found not summer's day too long." 

Through many a shadowy spot they pass'd 
Looking its loveliest and its last, 
Until they paused beneath the shade 
Of cypress and of roses made, — 
The one so sad, the one so fair, 
Just blent as love and sorrow are. 
And Baymond pray'd the. maiden gather. 
And twine in a red wreath together 
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The roses. No," she sigh'd, " not these 
Sweet children of the sun and breeze. 
Born for the beauty of a day, 
Dying as all fair things decay 
When loveliest, — these may not be, 
Raymond, my parting gift to thee." 
From next her heart, where it had lain. 
She took an amber scented chain, 
To which a cross of gold was hung. 
And round the warrior's neck she flung 
The relique, while he kiss'd away 
The warm tears that upon it lay. 
And mark'd they not the pale, dim sky 
Had lost its moon -lit brilliancy. 
When suddenly a bugle rang, — 
Forth at its summons Raymond sprang. 
But turn'd again to say farewell 
To her whose gushing teardrops fell 
Like summer rain, — but he is gone ! 
And Eva weeps, and weeps alone. 

Dark was the shade of that old tower 
In the grey light of morning's hour ; 
And cold and pale the maiden leant 
Over the heavy battlement. 
And look'd upon the armed show 
That hurrying throng'd the court below : 
With her white robe and long bright hair, 
A golden veil flung on the air. 
Like Peace prepared from earth to fly. 
Yet pausing, ere she wing'd on high. 
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In pity for the rage and crime 

That forced her to some fairer clime. 

When suddenly her pale cheek bum'd, 

For Raymond's eye to her's was turn'd; 

But like a meteor pass'd its flame — 

She was too sad for maiden shame. 

She heard the heavy drawbridge fall, 

And Eaymond rode the first of all ; 

But when he came to the green height 

Which hid the castle from his sight, 

With useless spur and slackened rein. 

He was the laggard of the train. 

They paused upon the steep ascent, 

And spear, and shield, and breast-plate sent 

A light, as if the rising day 

Upon a mirror flash'd its ray. 

They pass on, Eva only sees 

A chance plume waving in the breeze, 

And then can see no more — but borne 

Upon the echo, came the horn ; 

At last nor sight nor sound declare 

Aught of what pass'd that morning there. 

Sweet sang the birds, light swept the breeze, 

And play'd the sunlight o'er the trees. 

And roll'd the river's depths of blue 

Quiet as they were wont to do ; 

And Eva felt as if of all 

Her heart was sole memorial. 
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THE TROUBADOUR. 



CANTO n. 

The first, the very first ; oh ! none 
Can feel again as they have done ; 
In love, in war, in pride, in all 
The planet of life's coronal. 
However beautiful or bright, — 
What can be like their first sweet light I 
When will the youth feel as he felt. 
When first at beauty's feet he knelt, 
As if her least smile could confer 
A kingdom on its worshipper ; 
Or ever care or ever fear 
Had cross'd love's morning hemisphere ! 
And the young bard, the first time praise 
Sheds its spring sunlight o'er his lays! 
Though loftier laurel, higher name. 
May crown the minstrel's noontide fame, 
They will not bring the deep content 
Of his lute's first encouragement. 
And where the glory that will yield 
The fiush and glow of his first field 
To the young chief! Will Eatmond ever 
Feel as he now is feeling ? — Never, 
VOL. 1. a 



82 THE TROUBADOUR. 

The sun went down or ere they gain'd 
The glen where the chief band remain'd. 
It was a lone and secret shade, 
As nature form'd an ambuscade 
For the bird's nest and the deer's lair, 
Though now less quiet guests were there. 
On one side like a fortress stood 
A mingled pine and chesnut wood ; 
Autumn was falling, but the pine 
Seem'd as it mock'd all change ; no sign 
Of season on its leaf was seen, 
The same dark gloom of changeless green. 
But like the gorgeous Persian bands 
'Mid the stern race of northern lands. 
The chesnut boughs were bright with all 
That gilds and mocks the autumn's fall. 

Like stragglers from an army's rear 
Gradual they grew, near and less near, 
Till ample space was left to raise, 
Amid the trees, the watch-fire's blaze ; 
And there, wrapt in their cloaks around, 
The soldiers scatter'd o'er the ground. 

One was more crowded than the rest. 
And to that one was Raymond prest ; — 
There sat the chief : kind greetings came 
At the first sound of Eatmond's name. 

" Am I not proud that this should be, 
Thy first field to be fought with me : 
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Years since thy father's sword and mine 
Together dimm'd their maiden shine. 
We were sworn brothers ; when he fell 
'Twas mine to hear his last farewell : 
And how revenged I need not say, 
Though few were left to tell that day. — 
Thy brow is his, and thou wilt wield 
A sword like his in battle-field. 
Let the day break, and thou shalt ride 
Another Baymond by my side ; 
And thou shalt win and I confer, 
To-morrow, knightly brand and spur.'* 

With thoughts of pride, and thoughts of grief. 
Sat Raymond by that stranger chief, 
So proud to hear his father's fame, 
So sad to hear that father's name. 
And then to think that he had known 
That father by his name alone ; 
And aye his heart within him bum'd 
When his eye to De Valence tum'd, 
Mark'd his high step, his warlike mien, — 
" And such my father would have been ! " 

A few words of years pass'd away, 
A few words of the coming day. 
They parted not that night for sleep ; 
Eatmond had thoughts that well might keep 
Rest from his pillow, — memory, hope, 
In youth's horizon had full scope 
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To blend and part each yaried line 
Of cloud and clear^ of shade and shine. 
— He rose and wander'd round, the light 
Of the full moon fell o'er each height ; 
Leaving the wood behind in shade, 
O'er rock, and glen, and rill it play'd. 
He foUow'd a small stream whose tide 
Was bank'd by lilies on each side, 
And there, as if secure of rest, 
A swan had built her lonely nest ; 
And spread out was each lifted wing, 
Like snow or silver glittering. 
Wild flowers grew around the dale 
Sweet children of the sun and gale ; 
From every crag the wild vine fell, 
To all else inaccessible ; 
And where a dark rock rose behind. 
Their shelter from the northern wind, 
Grew myrtles with their fragrant leaves, 
Veird with the web the gossamer weaves, 
So pearly fair, so light, so frail, 
Like beauty's self more than her veil. — 
And first to gaze upon the scene, 
Quiet as there had never been 
Heavier step than village maid 
With flowers for her nuptial braid. 
Or louder sound than hermit's prayer. 
To crush its grass or load its air. 
Then to look on the armed train, 
The watch-fire on the wooded plain, 
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And think how with the morrow's dawn, 
Would banner wave and blade be drawn ; 
How clash of steel, and trumpet's swell, 
Would wake the echoes of each dell. 
— And thus it ever is with life, 
Peace sleeps upon the breast of Strife, 
But to be waken'd from its rest, 
Till comes that sleep the last and best. 

And Raymond paused at last, and laid 
Himself beneath a chesnut's shade, 
A little way apart from all. 
That he might catch the waterfall. 
Whose current swept like music round. — 
When suddenly another sound 
Came on the ear ; it was a tone, 

Bather a murmur than a song, 
As he who breathed deemed all unknown 

The words, thoughts, echo bore along. 
Parting the boughs which hung between, 
Close, thick, as if a tapestried screen, 
Raymond caught sight of a white plume 
Waving o'er brow and cheek of bloom ; 
And yet the song was sad and low, 
As if the chords it waked were woe. 
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SONG OF THE YOUNG KNIGHT. 

Your scarf is bound upon my breast, 
Your colours dance upon my crest, — 
They have been soil'd by dust and rain, 
And they must wear a darker stain. 

I mark'd thy tears as fast they fell, 
I saw but heard not thy farewell, 
I gave my steed the spur and rein, — 
I dared not look on thee again. 

My cheek is pale^ but not with fears. 
And I have dashed aside my tears ; 
This woman's softness of my breast 
Will vanish when my spear 's in rest. 

I know that farewell was our last, 
That life and love from me are pass'd ; 
For I have heard the fated sign 
That speaks the downfall of our line. 

I slept the soldier's tired sleep ; 
But yet I heard the music sweep. 
Dim, faint, as when I stood beside 
The bed whereon my father died. 

Farewell, sweet love! never again 
Will thine ear listen to the strain 
With which so oft at midnight's hour 
I've waked the silence of thy bower. 
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Farewell! I would not tears should stain 
Thy fair cheek with their burning rain : 
Tears, sweet I would an ill offering be 
To one whose death was worthy thee. 



Ra^tmond thought on that song next day 
When bleeding that young warrior lay, 
While his hand, in its death-pang, prest 
A bright curl to his wounded breast 



And waning stars, and brightening sky, 
And on the clouds a crimson dye, 
And fresher breeze, and opening flowers, 
Tell the approach of morning hours. 
Ob, how can breath, and light, and bloom, 
Herald a day of death and doom ! 
With knightly pennons, which were spread 
Like mirrors for the morning's red, 
Gather the ranks, while shout and horn 
Are o'er the distant mountains borne. 

'Twas a fair sight, that arm'd array 
Winding through the deep vale their way, 
Helmet and breast-plate gleaming in gold. 
Banners waving their crimson fold. 
Like clouds of the day-break : hark to the peal 
Of the war-cry, answer'd by clanging steel ! 
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The young chief strokes his courser's neck, 
The ire himself had provoked to check, 
Impatient for that battle plain 
He may reach but never leave again ; 
And with flashing eye, and sudden start, 

He hears the trumpet's stately tone, 
Like the echo of his beating heart, 

And meant to rouse his ear alone. 
And by his side the warrior grey. 
With hair as white as the plumes that play 
Over his head, yet spurs he as proud. 
As keen as the youngest knight of the crowd : 
And glad and glorious on they ride 
In strength and beauty, power and pride. 
And such the morning, but let day 
Close on that gallant fair array. 
The moon will see another sight 
Than that which met the dawning light. — 
Look on that field, — 'tis the battle field ! 
Look on what harvest victory will yield ! 
There the steed and his rider o'erthrown, 
Crouch together, their warfare is done : 
The bolt is undrawn, the bow is unbent, 
And the archer lies like his arrow spent. 
Deep is the banner of crimson dyed. 
But not with the red of its morning pride ; 
Torn and trampled with soil and stain, 
When will it float on the breeze again ; — 
And over the ghastly plain are spread, 
PiUow'd together, the dying and dead. 
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There lay one with an unclosed eye 
Set in bright, cold vacancy. 
While on its fix'd gaze the moonbeams shone, 
Light mocking the eye whose light was gone ; 
And by his side another lay, 
The life-blood ebbing fast away, 
But calm his cheek and calm his eye. 
As if leant on his mother's bosom to die. 
Too weak to move, he feebly eyed 
A wolf and vulture close to his side. 
Watching and waiting, himself the prey. 
While each one kept the other away. 

Little of this the young warrior deems 
When, with heart and head all hopes and dreams 
He hastes for the battle : — The trumpet's call 
Waken'd Raymond the first of all ; 
His the first step that to stirrup sprung ; 
His the first banner upwards flung ; 
And brow and cheek with his spirit glow'd. 
When first at De Valence's side he rode. 

The quiet glen is left behind. 
The dark wood lost in the blue sky ; 

When other sounds came on the wind, 
And other pennons float on high. 
With snow-white plumes and glancing crest, 
And standard raised, and spear in rest. 
On a small river's farther banks 
Wait their approach Sir Herbert's ranks. — 
One silent gaze, as if each band 
Could slaughter both with eye and hand. 
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Then peals the war-cry ! then the dash 

Amid the waters I and the crash 

Of spears, — the falchion's iron ring, — 

The arrow hissing from the string, 

Tell they have met. Thus from the height 

The torrent rushes in its might. 

With the lightning's speed, the thunder's peal, 

Flashes the lance, and strikes the steel. 

Many a steed to the earth is borne, 

Many a banner trampled and torn ; 

Or ever its brand could strike a blow. 

Many a gallant arm lies low ; — 

Many a scarf, many a crest. 

Float with the leaves on the river's breast ; 

And strange it is to see how around 

Buds and flowers strew the ground. 

For the banks were cover'd with wild rose trees, 

Oh ! what should they do amid scenes like these? 

In the blue stream as it hover'd o'er, 
A hawk was mirror'd, and before 
Its wings could reach yon pine, which stands 
A bow- shot off from the struggling bands. 
The stain of death was on the flood. 
And the red waters roll'd dark with blood. — 
Raymond's spear was the first that flew, 
He the first who dash'd the deep river through ; 
His step the first on the hostile strand, 
And the first that fell was borne down by his hand. 

The fight is ended: — the same sun 
Has seen the battle lost and won ; 
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The field is cover'd with dying and dead, 

With the valiant who stood, and the coward who fied. 

And a gallant salute the trumpets sound, 

As the warriors gather from victory around. 

On a hill that skirted the purple flood, 
With his peers around, De Valence stood. 
And with bended knee, and forehead bare. 
Save its cloud of raven hair. 
And beautiful as some wild star 
Come in its glory and light from afar. 
With his dark eyes flashing stern and bright. 
And his cheek o'erflooded with crimson light. 
And the foeman's banner over his head. 
His first field's trophy proudly spread. 
Knelt Rat&iond down his boon to name, — 
The knightly spurs he so well might claim : 
And a softness stole to De Valence's eyes. 
As he bade the new-made knight arise. — 
From his own belt he took the brand. 
And gave it into Ra.tmond's hand. 
And said it might a memory yield 
Of his father's friend, and his own first field. 

Pleasant through the darkening night 
Shines from Clarin's towers the light. 
Home from the battle the warriors ride. 
In the soldiers' triumph, and soldiers' pride : 
The drawbridge is lower'd, and in they pour, 
Like the sudden rush of a summer shower. 
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While the red torch-light burst through the gloom, 
Over banner and breast-plate, helm and plume. 

Sudden a flood of lustre play'd 
Over a lofty balustrade, 
Music and perfume swept the air, 
Messengers sweet for the spring to prepare ; 
And like a sunny vision sent 
For worship and astonishment. 
Aside a radiant ladye flung 
The veil that o'er her beauty hung. 
With stately grace to those below. 
She bent her gem encircled brow. 
And bade them welcome in the name 
Of her they saved, the castle's dame, 
Who had not let another pay 
Thanks, greeting to their brave array, — 
But she had vow'd the battle night 
To fasting, prayer, and holy rite. 

On the air the last tones of the music die, 
The odour passes away like a sigh. 
The torches flash a parting gleam. 
And she vanishes as she came, like a dream. 
But many an eye dwelt on the shade. 
Till fancy again her form display' d. 
And still again seem'd many an ear. 
The softness of her voice to hear. 
And many a heart had a vision that night. 
Which future years never banish'd quite. 



i 



r 



THE TROUBADOUR. 93 

And sign and sound of festival 
Are ringing through that castle hall ; 
Tapers, whose flame send a perfumed cloud, 
Flash their light o'er a gorgeous crowd ; 
With a thousand colours the tapestry falls 
Over the carved and gilded walls, 
And, between, the polish'd oak panels bear, 
Like dark mirrors, the image of each one there. 
At one end the piled up hearth is spread 
With sparkling embers of glowing red : 
Above the branching antlers have place. 
Sign of many a hard won chase ; 
And beneath, in many a polish*d line. 
The arms of the hunter and warrior shine; 
And round the Are, like a laurelled arch. 
Raised for some victor's triumphal march. 
The wood is fretted with tracery fair. 
And green boughs and flowers are waving there. 
Lamps, like faery planets shine. 
O'er massive cups of the genial wine. 
And shed a ray more soft and fair 
Than the broad red gleam of the torch's glare ; 
And, flitting like a rainbow, plays 
In beautiful and changing rays. 
When from the pictured windows fall 
The colour'd shadows o'er the hall ; 
As every pane some bright hue lent 
To vary the lighted element. 

The ladye of the festive board 
Was ward to the castle's absent lord ; 
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The Ladye Adeline, — the same 
Bright vision that with their greeting came ; 
Maidens four stood behind her chair, 
Each one was young, and each one fair ; 
Yet they were but as the stars at night 
When the moon shines forth in her fuhiess of light. 
On the knot of her wreathed hair was set 
A blood-red ruby coronet ; 
But among the midnight cloud of curls 
That hung o'er her brow were eastern pearls, 
As if to tell their wealth of snow, 
How white her forehead could look below. 
Around her floated a veil of white. 
Like the silvery rack round the star of twilight ; 
And down to the ground her mantle's fold 
Spread its length of purple and gold ; 
And sparkling gems were around her arm. 
That shone like marble, only warm. 
With the blue veins' wandering tide 
And the hand with its crimson blush inside. 
A zone of precious stones embraced 
The graceful circle of her waist. 
Sparkling as if they were proud 
Of the clasp to them allow'd. 
But yet there was 'mid this excess 
Of soft and dazzling loveliness, 
,A something in the eye, and hand. 
And forehead, speaking of command : 
An eye whose dark flash seem'd allied 
To even more than beauty's pride, — 
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A hand as only used to wave 
Its sign to worshipper and slave, — 
A forehead, but that was too fair 
To read of aught but beauty there. 

And Raymond had the pkce of pride^ 
The place so envied by her side, — 
The victor's seat, — and overhead 
The banner he had won was spread. 
His health was pledged ! — he only heard 
The murmur of one silver word ; 
The pageant seem'd to fade away. 
Vanished the board and glad array, 
The gorgeous hall around grew dim. 
There shone one only light for him, 
That radiant form, whose brightness fell 
In power upon him like a spell 
Laid in its strength by Love to reign 
Despotic over heart and brain. 
Silent he stood amid the mirth. 
Oh, love is timid in its birth I 
Watching her lightest look or stir, 
As he but look'd and breathed with her, 
Gay words were passing, but he leant 
In silence ; yet, one quick glance sent, — 
His secret is no more his own. 
When has woman her power not known ? 

The feast broke up ; — that midnight shade 
Heard many a gentle serenade 
Beneath the ladye's lattice. One 
Breathed after all the rest were gone. 
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SERENADE. 

Sleep, ladye ! for the moonlit hour, 
Like peace, is shining on thy bower ; 
It is so late, the nightingale 
Has ended even his love tale. 

Sleep, ladye ! 'neath thy turret grows,f 
Cover'd with flowers one pale white rose ; 
I envy its sweet sighs, they steep 
The perfumed airs that lull thy sleep. 

Perchance, around thy chamber floats 
The music of my lone lute notes, — 
Oh, may they on thine eyelids fall. 
And make thy slumbers musical I 

Sleep, ladye ! to thy rest be given 
The gleamings of thy native heaven, 
And thoughts of early paradise, 
The treasures of thy sleeping eyes. 



I NEED not say whose was the song 
The sighing night winds bore along. 
Raymond had left the maiden's side 
As one too dizzy with the tide 
To breast the stream, or strive, or shrink, 
Enough for him to feel, not think ; 
Enough for him the dim sweet fear. 
The twilight of the heart, or ere 
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Awakening hope has named the name 
Of love, or blown its spark to flame. 

Restlessness, but as the winds range 

From leaf to leaf, from flower to flower ; 

Changefulness, but as rainbows change, 
From coloured sky to sunlit hour. 

Ay, well indeed may minstrel sing, — 

What have the heart and year like spring ? 

Her vQw was done : the castle dame 
Next day to join the revellers came ; 
And never had a dame more gay 
O'er hall or festival held sway. 
And youthful knight and ladye fair, 
And juggler quaint, and minstrel rare, 
And mirth, and crowds^ and music, all 
Of pleasure gather'd at her call. 

And Raymoio) moved as in a dream 
Of song and odour, bloom and beam. 
As he dwelt in a magic bower. 
Charmed from all by fairy power. 
— And Adeline rode out that morn, 
With hunting train, and hawk and horn ; 
And broider'd rein, and curb of gold. 
And housings with their purple fold 
Deck'd the white steed o'er which she leant 
Graceful as a young cypress, bent 
By the first summer wind : she wore 
A cap the heron plume waved o'er, 
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And round her wrist a golden band^ 

Which held the falcon on her hand. 

The bird's full eye, so clear, so bright, 

Match'd not her own's dark flashing light. 

And Raihoio), as he watch'd the dyes 

Of her cheek rich with exercise. 

Could almost deem her beauty's power 

Was now in its most potent hour ; 

But when at night he saw her glance 

The gayest of the meteor dance, 

The jewels in her braided hair, 

Her neck, her arms of ivory bare, 

The silver veil, the broider'd vest, — 

Look'd she not then her loveliest ? 

Ah, every change of beauty's face 

And beauty's shape has its own grace ! 

That night his heart throbb'd when her hand 

Met his touch in the saraband : 

That night her smile first bade love live 

On the sweet life that hope can give. — 

Beautiful, but thrice wayward, wild, 

Capricious as a petted child. 

She was all chance, all change ; bijt now 

A smile is on her radiant brow, — 

A moment and that smile is fled. 

Coldness and scorn are there instead. 

Ended the dance, and Adeline 
Flung herself, like an eastern queen, 
Upon the cushions which were laid 

Amid a niche of that gay hall, 
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Hid from the lamps ; around it play*d 

The softness of the moonlight fall. 
And there the gorgeous shapes pass'd by, 
But like a distant pageantry, 
In which you have yourself no share, 
For all its pride, and pomp, and care. 

She pass'd her hand across the chords 
Of a lute near, and with soft words 
Answer'd ; then said, " No, thou shalt sing 
Some legend of the fair and brave." 
To Raymond's hand the lute she gave. 
Whose very soul within him bum'd 
When her dark eye on his was turn'd : 
One moment's pause, it slept not long, — 
His spirit pour'd itself in song. 



ELENGRE.* 

The lady sits in her lone bower. 
With cheek wan as the white rose flower 
That blooms beside, 'tis pale and wet 
As that rose with its dew pearls set. 
Her cheek burns with a redder dye. 
Flashes light from her tearful eye ; 

* This tale is the Yersification of an old tradition in Russell's Tour 
through Germany. I have ventured on one or two alterations : the 
original makes Nero the father ; and somewhat similar to the dis- 
covery of Bedreddin by his cream- tarts, in the Arabian Nights, the 
emperor recognises his daughter by the flavour of a dish she alone 
knew how to prepare. 
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She has heard pinions beat the air, 
She sees her white dove floating there ; 
And well she knows its faithful wing 
The treasure of her heart will bring ; 
And takes the gentle bird its stand 
Accustom'd on the maiden's hand, 
With glancing eye and throbbing breast, 
As if rejoicing in its rest. 
She read the scroll, — "Dear love, to-night, 
By the lake, all is there for flight, 
What time the moon is down ;-=- oh, then. 
My own life, shall we meet agaia ! *' 
One upward look of thankfulness. 
One pause of joy, one fond caress 
Of her soft lips, as to reward 
The messenger of Eginhard. 

That night in her proud father's hall 
She shone the fairest one of all ; 
For like the doud of evening came 
Over her cheek the sudden flame, 
And varying as each moment brought 
Some hasty change of secret thought ; 
As if its colour would confess 
The conscious heart's inmost recess. 
And the clear depths of her dark eye 
Were bright with troubled brilliancy. 
Yet the lids droop'd as with the tear 
Which might oppress but not appear. 
And flatteries, and smile and sigh 
Loaded the air as she passed by. 
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It sparkled, but her jewell'd vest 
Was crost above a troubled breast ; 
Her curls, with all their sunny glow, 
Were braided o'er an aching brow : 
But well she knew how many sought 
To gaze upon her secret thought ; — 
And Love is proud, — she might not brook 
That others on her heart should look. 
But there she sat, cold, pale, and high, 
Beneath her purple canopy ; 
And there was many a mutter'd word, 
And one low whisper'd name was heard, — 
The name of Eginhabd, — that name 
Like some forbidden secret came. 

The theme went, that he dared to love 
One like a star his state above ; 
Here to the princess turn'd each eye, — 
And it was said, he did not sigh 
With love that pales the pining cheek, 
And leaves the slighted heart to break. 
And then a varjdng tale was told. 
How a page had betray'd for gold ; 
But all was rumom* light and vain. 
That all might hear, but none explain. 

Like one that seeks a festival. 
Early the princess left the hall ; 
Yet said she, sleep dwelt on her eyes, 
That she was worn with revelries. 
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And hastily her maiden's care 
Unbinds the jewels from her hair. 
Odours are round her chamber strown, 
And Elenore is left alone. 

With throbbing heart, whose pulses beat 
Louder than fall her ivory feet, 
She rises from her couch of down ; 
And, hurriedly, a robe is thrown 
Around her form, and her own hand 
Lets down her tresses golden band, 
Another moment she has shred 
Those graceful tresses from her head. 
There stands a plate of polish*d steel, 
She folds her cloak as to conceal 
Her strange attire, for she is drest 
As a young page in dark green vest. 
Softly she steps the balustrade, 
Where myrtle, rose, and hyacinth made 
A passage to the garden shade. 

It was a lovely summer night. 
The air was incense-filPd, the light 
Was dim and tremulous, a gleam, 
When a star, mirror'd on the stream, 
Sent a ray round just to reveal 
How gales from flower to flower steal. 
" It was on such a night as this, 
When even a single breath is bliss. 
Such a soft air, such a mild heaven. 
My vows to Eginhard were given.** 
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Sigh'd Elenore, " Oh, might it be 
A hope, a happy augury!" 

She reach'd the lake, — a blush, a smile. 
Contended on her face the while; 
And safely in a little cove, 
Shelter'd by willow trees above, 
An ambuscade from all secur'd. 
Her lover's little boat lay moor*d. — 
One greeting word, with muffled oar, 
And silent lip, they left that shore. 

It was most like a phantom dream 
To see that boat flit o'er the stream, 
So still, that but yet less and less 
It grew, it had seem'd motionless. 
And then the silent lake, the trees 
Visible only when the breeze 
Aside the shadowy branches threw. 
And let one single star shine through, 
While the faint glimmer scarcely gave 
To view the wanderers of the wave. 

The breeze has borne the clouds away 
That veil'd the blushes of young day ; 
The lark has sung his morning song ; — 
Surely the princess slumbers long. 
And now It is the accustom'd hour 
Her royal father seeks her bower, 
When her soft voice and gentle lute. 
The snowfall of her fairy foot, 
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The flowers she has cull'd, with dew 
Yet moist upon each rainbow hue ; 
The fruits with bloom upon their cheek, 
Fresh as the morning's first sun streak ; 
Each, all conspired to wile away 
The weariness of royal sway. 

But she is gone : there hangs her lute, 
And there it may hang long and mute : 
The flowers may fade, for who is there 
To triumph now if they are fair : 
There are her gems, — oh, let them twine 
An offering round some sainted shrine ! 
For she who wore them may not wear 
Again those jewels in her hair. 

At first the monarch's rage was wild; 
But soon the image of his child. 
In tenderness rose on his heart. 
How could he bear from it to part? 
And anger turn'd to grief: in vain 
Ambition had destroy'd the chain 
With which love had bound happiness. 
In vain remorse, in vain redress, — 
Fruitless all search. And years past o'er. 
No tidings came of Elenore, 
Although the king would have'laid down 
His golden sceptre, purple crown, 
His pomp, his power, but to have prest 
His child one moment to his breast. 
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And where was Elenore ? Her home 
Was now beneath the forest dome; — 
A hundred knights had watch'd her hall, 
Her guards were now the pine trees tall : 
For harps waked with the minstrel tale, 
j. Sang to her sleep the nightingale: 

f For silver vases, where were blent 

i Rich perfumes from Arabia sent, 

i Were odours when the wild thyme flower 

Wafted its sweets on gale and shower: 
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For carpets of the purple loom 
j. The violets spread their cloud of bloom, 

■' Starr'd with primroses; and around 

k Boughs like green tapestry swept the ground. 

V — And there they dwelt apart from all 

j That gilds and mocks ambition*s thrall ; 

Apart from cities, crowds, and care, 
Hopes that deceive, and toils that wear ; 
For they had made themselves a world 
Like that or ever man was hurl'd 
From his sweet Eden, to begin 
His bitter course of grief and sin. — 
And they were happy ; Eginhard 
Had won the prize for which he dared 
Dungeon and death ; but what is there 
That the young lover will not dare ? 
And she, though nurtured as a flower, 
The favourite bud of a spring bower, 
Daughter of palaces, yet made 
Her dwelling place in the green shade ; 
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Happy, as she remember'd not 

Her royal in her peasant lot, — 

With gentle cares, and smiling eyes, 

As love could feel no sacrifice. 

Happy her ivory brow to lave 

Without a mirror but the wave. 

As one whose sweetness could dispense 

With all save its own excellence ; — 

A fair but gentle creature, meant 

For heart, and hearth, and home content. 

It was at night the chase was over. 
And Elenore sat by her lover, — 
Her lover still, though years had fled 
Since their first word of love was said, — 
When one sought, at that darksome hour. 
The refuge of their lonely bower, — 
A hunter, who, amid the shade. 
Had from his own companions stray'd. 
And Elenore gazed on his face. 
And knew her father ! In the chase 
Often the royal mourner sought 
A refuge from his one sad thought. 
He knew her not, — the lowly mien, 
The simple garb of forest green. 
The darken'd brow, which told the spoil 
The sun stole from her daily toil, 
The cheek where woodland health had shed 
The freshness of its morning red, — 
All was so changed. She spread the board. 
Her hand the sparkling wine cup pour'd ; 
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And then around the hearth they drew, 
And cheerfully the woodfire threw 
Its light around. — Bent o'er her wheel 
Scarcely dared Elenoeub to steal 
A look, half tenderness, half fear. 
Yet seem'd he as he loved to hear 
Her voice, as if it had a tone 
Breathing of days and feelings gone. 

"Ah! surely," thought she, " Heaven has sent 
My father here, as that it meant 
Our years of absence ended now ! " 
She gazed upon his soften'd brow ; 
And the next moment, all revealing, 
Elenore at his feet is kneeling ! — 

Need I relate that, reconciled. 
The father bless'd his truant child. 



Where is the heart that has not bow'd 
A slave, eternal Love, to thee? 

Look on the cold, the gay, the proud, 
And is there one among them free ? 
The cold, the proud, — oh ! Love has turn'd 
The marble till with fire it bum'd ; 
The gay, the young, — alas that they 
Should ever bend beneath thy sway ! 
Look on the cheek the rose might own. 
The smile around like sunshine thrown ; 
The rose, the smile, alike are thine, 
To fade and darken at thy shrine. 
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And what must love be in a heart 
All passion's fierj depths concealing^ 

Which has in its minotest part 

More than another's whole of feeling ! 

And Raymond's heart ; love's morning sun 
On fitter altar never shone ; 
Loving with all the snow-white trath 
That is found but in early youth ; 
Freshness of feeling, as of fiower 
That lives not more than spring's first hour ; 
And loving with that wild devotion, 
That deep and passionate emotion^ 
With which the minstrel soul is thrown 
On all that it would make its own. 

And Raymond loved ; the veriest slave 
That e'er his life to passion gave : 
Upon his ear no murmur came 
That seem'd not echoing her name ; 
The lightest colour on her cheek 
Was lovelier than the morning break. 
He gazed upon her as he took 
His sense of being from her look : — 
Sometimes it was idolatry, 

Like homage to some lovely star, 
Whose beauty, though for hope too high, 

He yet might worship from afar. 
At other times his heart would swell 
With tenderness unutterable! 
He would have borne her to an isle 
Where May and June had left their smile ; 
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And there, heard but by the lone gale, 

He would have whisper'd his love tale ; 

And without change, or cloud, or care. 

Have kept his bosom's treasure there. 

And then, with all a lover's pride. 

He thought it shame such gem to hide : 

And imaged he a courtly scene 

Of which she was the jewell'd queen, — 

The one on whom each glance was bent, 

The beauty of the tournament. 

The magnet of the festival. 

The grace, the joy, the life of all. — 

But she, alas for her false smile ! 

Adeline loved him not the while. 

And is it thus that woman's heart 
Can trifle with its dearest part, 
Its own pure sympathies ? — can fling 
The poison'd arrow from the string 
In utter heartlessness around, 
And mock, or think not of the wound ? 
And thus can woman barter all 
That makes and gilds her gentle thrall, — 
The blush which should be like the one 
White violets hide from the sun, — 
The soft, low sighs, like those which breathe 
In secret from a twilight wreath, — 
The smile like a bright lamp, whose shine 
Is vow'd but only to one shrine ; 
All these sweet spells, — and can they be 
Weapons of reckless vanity ? 
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And woman, in whose gentle heart 
From all save its sweet self apart, 
Love should dwell with that purity 
Which but in woman's love can be : 
A sacred fire, whose fame was given 
To shed on earth the light of heaven, — 
That she can fling her wealth aside 
In carelessness, or sport, or pride ! 

It was not form'd for length of bUss, 
A dream so fond, so false as this ; 
Enough for Adeline to win 
The heart she had no pleasure in, — 
Enough that bright eyes turn'd in vain 
On him who bow'd beneath her chain :— 
Then came the careless word and look. 
All the fond soul so ill can brooks 
The jealous doubt, the burning pain, 
That rack the lover's heart and brain ; 
The fear that will not own it fear, 
The hope that cannot disappear ; 
Faith clinging to its visions past. 
And trust confiding to the last. 
And thus it is ; ay, let Love throw 
Aside his arrows and his bow ; 
But let him not with one spell part, — 
The veil that binds his eyes and heart. 
Woe for Love when his eyes shall be 
Open'd upon reality ! 

One day a neighbouring baron gave 
A revel to the fair and brave, — 
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And knights upon their gallant steeds, 

And ladies on their palfreys grey, 
All shining in their gayest weeds, 

Held for the festival their way. 
A wanderer on far distant shores, 
That baron had brought richest stores 
To his own hall, and much of rare 
And foreign luxury was there : 
Pages, with coloured feathers, fann'd 
The odours of Arabia's land ; 
The carpets strewn around each room 
Were all of Persia's purple loom ; 
And dark slaves waited on his guests, 
Each habited in Moorish vests. 
With turban'd brows, and bands of gold 
Around their arms and ankles roll'd. 
And gazed the guests o'er many a hoard. 
Like Sinbad's, from his travel stored. 
They look'd upon the net-work dome, 
Where found the stranger birds a home. 
With rainbow wings and gleaming eyes, 
Seen only beneath Indian skies. 
At length they stood around the ring, 
Where stalk'd, unchain'd, the forest king, 
With eyes of fire and mane erect, 
As if by human power uncheck'd. 

Full ill had Raymond's spirit borne 
The wayward mood, the careless scorn, 
With which his mistress had that day 
Trifled his happiness away. — 
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His very soul within him bum'cU 

When, as in chance, her dark eye tum'd 

On him, she spoke in reckless glee, — 

" Is there a knight, who, for love of me, 

Into the court below will spring. 

And bear from the lion the glove I fling ?" * 

A shriek !-^a pause, — then loud acclaim 
Rose to the skies with Raymond's name. 
Oh, worthy of a lady's love ! 
Raymond has borne away the glove. 
He laid the prize at the maiden's feet, 
Then turn'd from the smile he dared not meet : 
A moment more he is on the steed. 
The spur has urged to its utmost speed. 
As that he could fly from himself, and all 
The misery of his spirit's thrall. 

The horse sank down, and Raymond then 
Started to see the foaming rein. 
The drops that hung on the courser's hide. 
And the rowel's red trace on its panting side ; 
And deep shame mingled with remorse. 
As he brought the cool stream to his fallen horse. 

The spot where he paused was a little nook, 
Like a secret page in Nature's book, — 
Around were steeps where the wild vine 
Hung, wreathed in many a serpentine, 

* This is an anecdote told of De Lorge, a knight of Francis the 
First's, in whose presence it took place. Schiller's weU-known ballad, 
" J)cr Handschuh," is founded upon this incident. • 
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Wearing each the colour'd sign 

Of the autumn's pale decline. 

Like a lake in the midst was spread 

A grassy sweep of softest green, 
Smooth, flower-dropt, as no human tread 

Upon its growth had ever been. 
Limes rose around, but lost each leaf, 
Like hopes luxuriant but brief; 
And by their side the sycamore 
Grew prouder of its scarlet store : 
The air was of that cold clear light 
That heralds in an autumn night, — 
The amber west had just a surge 
Of crimson on its utmost verge ; 
And on the east were piled up banks 
Wh^re darkness gather'd with her ranks 
Of clouds, and in the midst a zone 
Of white with transient brightness shone 
From the young moon, who scarcely yet 
Had donn'd her lighted coronet. 

With look turn'd to the closing day, 
As he watch*d every hue decay. 
Sat Raymond ; and a passer by 
Had envied him his reverie ;— 
But nearer look had scann'd his brow. 
And started at its fiery glow, 
As if the temples' burning swell 
Had made their pulses visible. 
Too glazed^ too fix'd, his large eyes shone 
To see aught that they gazed upon. 
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Not his the paleness that may streak 
The lover's or the minstrel's cheek, 
As it had its wan colour caught 
From moods of melancholy thought ; 
'Twas that cold, dark, unearthly shade, 
But for a corpse's death-look made ; 
Speaking that desperateness of pain, 
As one more pang, and the rack'd brain 
Would turn to madness ; one more griefi 
And the swoln heart breaks for relief. 

Oh, misery I to see the tomb 
Close over all our world of bloom ; 
To look our last in the dear eyes 
Which made our light of paradise ; 
To know that silent is the tone 
Whose tenderness was all our own ; 
To kiss the cheek which once had burn'd 
At the least glance, and find it turn'd 
To marble ; and then think of all 
Of hope, that memory can recall. 
Yes, misery ! but even here 
There is a somewhat left to cheer, 
A gentle treasuring of sweet things 

Remembrance gathers from the past. 
The pride of faithfulness, which clings 

To love kept sacred to the last. 
And even if another's love 
Has touch'd the heart to us above 
The treasures of the East, yet still 
There is a solace for the ill. 
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Those who have known love's utmost spell 
Can feel for those who love as well ; 
Can half forget their own distress, 
To share the loved one's happiness. 
Oh, but to know our heart has been, 
Like the toy of an Indian queen, 
Torn, trampled, without thought or care, — 
Where is despair like this despair ? — 

All night beneath an oak he lay, 
Till nature blush'd bright into day ; 
When, at a trumpet's sudden sound. 
Started his courser from the ground : 
And his loud neigh waked Raymond's dream, 
And, gazing round, he saw the gleam 
Of arms upon a neighbouring height. 
Where helm and cuirass stream'd in light. 
As Raymond rose from his unrest 
He knew De Valence's falcon crest ; 
And the red cross that shone like a glory afar, 
Told the warrior was vow'd to the holy war. 

" Ay, this," thought Raymond, " is Ae strife 
To make my sacrifice of life ; 
What is it now to me that fame 
Shall brighten over Raymond's name ; 
There is no gentle heart to bound. 
No cheek to mantle at the sound : 
Lady's favour no more I wear, — 
My heart, my helm, — oh ! what are there? 

I 2 



116 THE TROUBADOUR. 

A blighted hope, a wither'd rose. 
Surely this warfare is for those 
Who only of the victory crave 
A holy but a nameless grave." 

Short greeting past ; De Valence read 

All that the pale lip left unsaid ; 
On the wan brow, in the dimm'd eye, 
The whole of youth's despondency, 
Which at the first shock it has known 
Deems its whole world of hope o'er thrown. 
And it was fix'd, that at Marseilles, 
Where the fleet waited favouring gales 
Raymond should join the warrior train 
Leagued 'gainst the infidels of Spain. 

They parted: — Over Raymond's thought 
Came sadness mingled too with shame ; 

When suddenly his memory brought 
The long-forgotten Eva's name. 
Oh ! Love is like the mountain tide, 
Sweeping away all things beside, 
Till not another trace appears 
But its own joys, and griefs, and fears. 
He took her cross, he took her chain 
From the heart where they still had lain ; 
And that heart felt as if its fate 
Had sudden grown less desolate. 
In thus remembering love that still 
Would share and soothe in good and ill. 
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He spurr'd his steed ; but the night fall 
Had darkened ere he reach'd the hall ; 
And gladly chief and vassal train 
Welcomed the youthful knight again. 
And many praised his stately tread, 
His face with darker manhood spread ; 
But of those crowding round him now, 
Who mark'd the paleness of his brow, 
But one, who paused till they were pass'd. 
Who look'd the first but spoke the last : 
Her welcome in its timid fear 
Fell almost cold on Raymond's ear : 
A single look, — he felt he gazed 

Upon a gentle child no more. 
The blush that like the lightning blazed. 

The cheek then paler than before, 
A something of staid maiden grace, 
A cloud of thought upon her face ; 
She who had been, in Raymond's sight, 
A plaything, fancy, and delight, — 
Was changed : the depth of her blue eye 
Spoke to him now of sympathy. 
And seem'd her melancholy tone 
A very echo of his own ; 
And that pale forehead, surely care 
Has graved an early lesson there. 

They roved through many a garden scene. 
Where other, happier days had been ; 
And soon had Raymond told his all 
Of hopes, like stars but bright to fall ; 
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Of feelings blighted, changed, and driven 

Like exiles from their native heaven ; 

And of an aimless sword, a lute 

Whose chords were now uncharm'd and mute. 

But Eva's tender blandishing 

Was as the April rays, that fling 

A rainbow till the thickest rain 

Melts into blue and light again. 

There is a feeling in the heart 
Of woman which can have no part 
In man ; a self devotedness, 
As victims round their idols press, 
And asking nothing, but to show 
How far their zeal and faith can go. 
Pure as the snow the summer sun 
Never at noon hath look'd upon, — 
Deep as is the diamond wave. 
Hidden in the desert cave, — 
Changeless as the greenest leaves 
Of the wreath the cypress weaves, — 
Hopeless often when most fond. 
Without hope or fear beyond 
Its own pale fidelity, — 
And this woman's love can be ! 

And Raymond, although not again 
Dreaming of passion's burning chain. 
Yet felt that life had still dear things 
To which the lingering spirit clings. 
More dear, more lovely Eva shone 
In thinking of that faithless one ; 
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And read he not upon the cheek 

All that the lip might never speak, 

All the heart cherish'd yet conceal'd, 

Scarce even to itself reveal'd. 

And Raymond, though with heart so torn 

By anger, agony, and scorn, 

Might ill bear even with love's name, 

Yet felt the maiden's hidden flame 

Come like the day-star in the east. 

When every other light has ceased ; 

Sent from the bosom of the night 

To harbinger the morning light. 

Again they parted : she to brood 
O'er dreaming hopes in solitude. 
And every pitying saint to pray 
For Raymond on the battle day. 
And he no longer deem'd the field 
But death to all his hopes could yield. 
To other, softer dreams allied. 
He thought upon the warrior's pride. 
But as he pass'd the castle gate 
He left so wholly desolate. 
His throbbing pulse, his burning brain, 
The sudden grasp upon the rein, 
The breast and lip that gasp'd for air. 
Told Love's shaft was still rankling there. 

That night, borne o'gr the bounding seas. 
The vessel swept before the breeze, 
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Loaded the air, the war-cry's swell, 
Woe to the Moorish infidel ; 
And raising their rich hymn, a band 
Of priests were kneeling on the strand. 
To bless the parting ship, and song 
Came from the maidens ranged along 
The sea wall, and who incense gave. 
And flowers, like offerings to the wave 
That bore the holy and the brave. 

And Raymond felt his spirit rise. 
And burn'd his cheek, and flash'd his eyes 
With something of their ancient light. 
While plume and pennon met his sight ; 
While o'er the deep swept the war-cry. 
And peal'd the trumpet's voice on high. 
While the ship rode the waves as she 
Were mistress of their destiny. 
And muster'd on the deck the band. 
Till died the last shout from the strand ; 
But when the martial pomp was o'er, 
And, like the future, dim the shore 
On the horizon hung, again 
Closed Raymond's memory, like a chain 
The spirit struggles with in vain. 

The sky with its delicious blue, 
The stars like visions wandering through 
Surely, if Fate had treasured there 
Her rolls of life,»they must be fair ; 
The mysteries their glories hide 
Must be but of life's brightest side; 



THE TROUBADOUR. 121 

It cannot be that Fate would write 
Her dark decrees in lines of light. 
And Raymond mused upon the liour 
When, comrade of the star and flower, 
He watch'd beside his lady's bower ; 
He number'd every hope and dream, 
Like blooms that threw upon life's stream 
Colours of beauty, and then thought 
On knowledge, all too dearly bought ; 
Feelings lit up in waste to burn, 

Hopes that seem but shadows fair, 
All that the heart so soon must learn. 

All that it finds so hard to bear. 

The young moon's vestal lamp that hour 
Seem'd pale as that it pined for love ; 

No marvel such a night had power, 
So calm below, so fair above. 
To wake the spirit's finest chords 
Till minstrel thoughts found minstrel words. 

THE LAST SONG. 

It is the latest song of mine 

That ever breathes thy name. 
False idol of a dream-raised shrine. 

Thy very thought is shame, — 
Shame that I could my spirit bow 
To one so very false as thou. 

I had pass'd years where the green wood 
Makes twilight of the noon. 
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And I had watch'd the silver flood 

Kiss'd hj the rising moon, 
And gazed upon the clear midnight 
In all its luxury of light. 

And, thrown where the blue violets dwell, 

I would pass hours away, 
Musing o'er some old chronicle 

Fiird with a wild love lay ; 
Till beauty seem'd to me a thing 
Made for all nature's worshipping. 

I saw thee, and the air grew bright 

In thy clear eyes' sunshine ; 
I oft had dream'd of shapes of light, 

But not of shape like thine. 
My heart bow'd down, — I worshipped thee, 
A woman and a deity. 

I may not say how thy first look 
Turn'd my whole soul to flame, 

I read it as a glorious book 
Fill'd with high deeds of fame ; 

I felt a hero's spirit rise. 

Unknown till lighted at thine eyes. 

False look, false hope, and falsest love ! 

All meteors sent to me 
To show how they the heart could move, 

And how deceiving be: 
They left me, darken'd, crush'd alone. 
My bosom's household gods o'erthrown. 
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The world itself was changed, and all 

That I had loved before 
Seem'd as if gone beyond recall, 

And I could hope no more ; 
The scar of fire, the dint of steel, 
Are easier than Love's wounds to heal. 

But this is past, and I can cope 

With what I'd fain forget ; 
I have a sweet, a gentle hope 

That lingers with me yet, — 
A hope too fair, too pure to be 
Named in the words that speak of thee. 

Henceforth within the last recess 

Of my heart shall remain 
Thy name in all its bitterness, 

But never named again ; 
The only memory of that heart 
Will be to think how false thou art. 

And yet I fain would name thy name. 

My heart's now gentle queen. 
E'en as they burn the perfumed flame 

Where the plague spot has been ; 
Methinks that it will cleanse away 
The ills that on my spirit prey. 

Sweet Eva ! the last time I gazed 

Upon thy deep blue eyes, 
The cheek whereon my look had raised 

A blush's crimson dyes, 
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I marvell'd, love, this heart of mine 
Had worshipp'd at another shrine. 

I will think of thee when the star, 
That lit our own fair river. 

Shines in the blue sky from afar, 
As beautiful as ever ; 

Tiiat twilight star, sweet love, shall be 

A sign and seal with thee and me ! 
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CANTO UI. 

Land of the olive and the vine, 

The saint and soldier, sword and shrine ! 

How glorious to young Raymond's eye 

Swell'd thy bold heights, spread thy clear sky, 

When first he paused upon the height 

Where, gathered, lay the Christian might. 

Amid a chesnut wood were raised 

Their white tents, and the red cross blazed, 

Meteor-like, with its crimson shine. 

O'er many a standard's scutcheon'd line. 

On the hill opposite there stood 
The warriors of the Moorish blood, — 
With their silver crescents gleaming. 
And their horse-tail pennons streaming ; 
With cymbals and the clanging gong. 
The muezzin's unchanging song. 
The turbans that like rainbows shone, 
The coursers' gay caparison. 
As if another world had been 
Where that small rivulet ran between. 

And there was desperate strife next day : 
The little vale below that lay 
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Was like a slaughter-pit, of green 
Could not one single trace be seen ; 
The Moslem warrior stretch'd beside 
The Christian chief by whom he died ; 
And by the broken falchion blade 
The crooked scymeter was laid. 

And gallantly had Raymond borne 
The red cross through the field that morn, 
When suddenly he saw a knight 
Oppressed by numbers in the fight : 
Instant his ready spear was flung. 
Instant amid the band he sprung; — 
They fight, fly, fall, — and from the fray 
He leads the wounded knight away ! 
Gently he gain'd his tent, and there 
He left him to the leech's care ; 
Then sought the field of death anew, — 
Little was there for knight to do. 

That field was strewn with dead and djring; 
And mark'd he there Db Valence lying 
Upon the turban'd heap, which told 
How dearly had his life been sold. 
And yet on his curl'd lip was worn 
The impress of a soldier's scorn ; 
And yet his dark and glazed eye 
Glared its defiance stern and high : 
His head was on his shield, his hand 
Held to the last his own red brand. 
Felt Raymond all too proud for grief 
In gazing on the gallant chief : 



THE TEOUBADOUR. 127 

So, thought he, should a warrior fall, 

A victor, dying last of all. 

But sadness moved him when he gave 

De Valence to his lowly grave, — 

The grave where the wild flowers were sleeping, 

And one pale olive-tree was weeping, — 

And placed the rude stone cross to show 

A Christian hero lay below. 

With the next morning's dawning light 
Was Raymond by the wounded knight. 
He heard strange tales, — none knew his name 
And none might say from whence he came ; 
He wore no cognizance, his steed 
Was raven black, and black his weed. 
All own'd his fame, but yet they deem'd 
More desperate than brave he seem*d ; 
Or as he only dared the field 
For the swift death that it might yield. 

Leaning beside the curtain, where 
Came o'er his brow the morning air, 
He found the stranger chief ; his tone, 
Surely 'twas one Raymond had known ! 
He knew him not, what chord could be 
Thus waken'd on his memory ? 

At first the knight was cold and stern, 
As that his spirit shunn'd to learn 
Aught of affection ; as it brought 
To him some shaft of venom'd thought : 
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When one eve Raymond chanced to name 
Durance's castle, whence he came ; 
And speak of Eva, and her fate, 
So young, and yet so desolate, 
So beautiful ! Then heard he all 
Her father's wrongs, her mother's fall : 
For Amibald was the knight whose life 
Raymond had saved amid the strife ; 
And now he seem'd to find relief 
In pouring forth his hidden grief, 
Which had for years been as the stream 
Cave-Iock'd from either air or beam. 



LORD AMIRALD'S HISTORY. 

I LOVED her ! ay, I would have given 
A death- bed certainty of heaven 
If I had thought it could confer 
The least of happiness on her I 
How proudly did I wait the hour 
When hid no more in lowly bower. 
She should shine, loveliest of all. 
The lady of my heart and hall ; — 
And soon I deem'd the time would be, 
For many a chief stood leagued with me.* 



* I know not whether it may be necessary to remark, that the 
period I suppose in this poem is that of the latter time of chivalry in 
Provence, when the spirit of religious enquiry was springing, Phoenix- 
like, from the ashes of the Albigenses. 
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It was one evening we had sate 
In my tower's secret council late, 
Our bands were numbered, and we said 
That the pale moon's declining head 
Should shed her next full light o*er bands 
With banners raised, and sheathless brands. 
We parted ; I to seek the shade 
Where my heart's choicest gem was laid ; 
I flung me on my fleetest steed, 
I urged it to its utmost speed,— 
On I went, like the hurrying wind, 
Hill, dale, and plain were left behind. 
And yet I thought my courser slow — 
Even when the forest lay below. 
As my wont, in a secret nook 

I left my horse, — I may not tell 
With what delight my way I took 

Till I had reached the oak-hid dell. 
The trees which hitherto had made 
A more than night, with lighten'd shade 
Now let the stars and sky shine through. 
Rejoicing, calm, and bright, and blue. 

There did not move a leaf that night 
That I cannot remember now. 

Nor yet a single star whose light 
Was on the royal midnight's brow : 
Wander'd no cloud, sigh'd not a flower. 
That is not present at this hour. 
No marvel memory thus should press 
Bound it^ last light of happiness! 
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I paused one moment where I stood. 

In all a very miser's mood, 

As if that thinking of its store 

Could make my bosom's treasure more. 

I saw the guiding lamp which shone 

From the wreath'd lattice, pale and lone ; 

Another moment I was there, 

To pause, and look — upon despair. 

I saw her ! — on the ground she lay, 
The life-blood ebbing fast away ; 
But almost as she could not die 
Without my hand to close her eye ! 
When to my bosom press'd, she raised 
Her heavy lids, and feebly gazed, 
And her lip moved : I caught its breath, 
Its last, it was the gasp of death! 
I leant her head upon my breast. 
As I but soothed her into rest ; — 
I do not know what time might be 
Fass'd in this stony misery, . 
When I was wakeu'd from my dream 
By my forgotten infant's scream. 
Then first I thought upon my child. 
I took it from its bed, it smiled. 
And its red cheek was flush'd with sleep : 
Why had it not the sense to weep ? 
I laid its mother on the bed, 
O'er her pale brow a mantle spread, 
And left the wood. Calm, stern, and cold. 
The tale of blood and death I told ; 
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Gave my child to my brother's care, 

As his, not mine, were this despair. 

I flung me on my steed again, 

I urged him with the spur and rein, — 

I left him at the usual tree. 

But left him there at liberty. 

With maddening step I sought the place, 
I raised the mantle from her face. 
And knelt me down beside, to gaze 
On all the mockery death displays, 
Until it seem'd but sleep to me. 
Death, — oh, no ! death it could not be. 

The cold grey light the dawn had shed, 
Changed gradual into melting red ; 
I watch'd the morning colour streak 
With crimson dye her marble cheek ; 
The freshness of the stirring air 
Lifted her curls of raven hair ; 
Her head lay pillow'd on her arm. 
Sweetly, as if with life yet warm ; — 
I kiss*d her lips : oh, God, the chill ! 
My heart is frozen with it still : — 
It was as suddenly on me 
Open'd my depths of misery. 
I flung me on the ground, and raved, 
And of the wind that pass'd me craved 
One breath of poison, till my blood 
From lip and brow gush'd in one flood. 

K 2 



132 THE TROUBADOUK. 

I watch'd the warm stream of my yeina 
Mix with the death wounds clotted stains ; 
Oh ! how I pray'd that I might pour 
My heart's tide, and her life restore I 

And night came on : — with what dim fear 
I mark'd the darkling hours appear,— 
I could not gaze on the dear brow. 
And seeing was all left me now. 
I grasp'd the cold hand in mine own. 
Till both alike seem'd turn'd to stone. 
Night, morn, and noontide pass'd away, 
Then came the tokens of decay. 

'Twas the third night that I had kept 
My watch, and, like a child, had wept 
Sorrow to sleep, and in my dream 
I saw her as she once could seem, 
Fair as an angel : there she bent 
As if sprung from the element. 
The bright clear fountain, whose pure wave 
Her soft and shadowy image gave. 
Methought that conscious beauty threw 
Upon her cheek its own sweet hue, 
Its loveliness of morning red ; 
I woke, and gazed upon the dead. 
I mark'd the fearful stains which now 
Were dark'ning o'er the once white brow. 
The livid colours that declare 
The soul no longer dwelleth there. 
The gaze of even my fond eye, 
Seem'd almost like impiety. 
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As it were sin for looks to be 

On what the earth alone should see. 

I thought upon the loathsome doom 

Of the grave's cold, corrupted gloom ; — 

Oh, never shall -the vile worm rest 

A lover on thy lip and breast I 

Oh, never shall a careless tread 

Soil with its step thy sacred bed ! 

Never shall leaf or blossom bloom 

With vainest mockery o'er thy tomb ! 

And forth I went, and raised a shrine 
Of the -dried branches of the pine, — 
I laid her there, and o'er her flung 
The wild flowers that around her sprang ; 
I tore them up, and root and all, 
I bade them wait her funeral, 
With a strange joy that each fair thing 
Should, like herself, be withering. 
I lit the pyre, — the evening skies 
BainM tears upon the sacrifice ; 
How did its wild and awful light 
Struggle with the fierce winds of night; 
Bed was the battle, but in vain 
Hiss'd the hot embers with the rain* 
It wasted to a single spark ; 
That faded, and all round was dark ; 
Then, like a madman who has burst 
The chain which made him doubly curst, 
I fled away. I may not tell 
The agony that on me fell :— 
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I fled away, for fiends were near, 

My brain was fire, my heart was fear ! 

I was borne on an eagle's wing, 
Till with the noon -sun perishing ; 
Tlien I stood in a world alone^ 
From which all other life was gone, 
Whence warmth^ and breath, and light were fled, 
A world o*er which a curse was said ; 
The trees stood leafless all, and bare, 
The sky spread, but no sun was there : 
Night came, no stars were on her way, 
Morn came without a look of day, — 
As night and day shared one pale shroud, 
Without a colour or a cloud. 
And there were rivers, but they stood 
Without a murmur on the flood, 
Waveless and dark, their task was o*er, — 
Tlie sea lay silent on the shore. 
Without a sign upon its breast 
Save of interminable rest : 
And there were palaces and halls. 
But silence reign'd amid their walls^ 
Though crowds yet fill'd them ; for no sound 
Rose from the thousands gather'd round ; 
All wore the same white, bloodless hue. 
All the same eyes of glassy blue. 
Meaningless, cold, corpse-like as those 
No gentle hand was near to close. 
And all seem'd, as they look'd on me» 
In wonder that I vet could be 
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A moving shape of warmth and breath 
Alone amid a world of death. 

'Tis strange how much I still retain 
Of these wild tortures of my brain, 
Though now they but to memory seem 
A curse, a madness, and a dream ; 
But well I can recall the hour 
When first the fever lost its power ; 
As one whom heavy opiates steep, 
Rather in feverish trance than sleep, 
I waken'd scarce to consciousness, — 
Memory had fainted with excess ; 
I only saw that I was laid 
Beneath an olive tree's green shade ; 
I knew I was where flowers grew fair, 
I felt their balm upon the air, 
I drank it as it had been wine ; 
I saw a gift of red sunshine 
Glittering upon a fountain's brim ; 
I heard the small birds* vesper hymn. 
As they a vigil o'er me kept, — 
I heard their music, and I wept. 
I felt a friendly arm upraise 
My head, a kind look on me gaze ! 

Ra-ymond, it has been mine to see 
The godlike heads which Italy 
Has given to prophet and to saint, 
All of least earthly art could paint ! 
But never saw I such a brow 
As that which gazed upon me now ; -» 
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It was an aged man, Lis hair 

Was white with time, perhaps with care; 

For over his pale face were wrought 

The characters of painful thought ; 

But on that lip and in that eye 

Were patience, peace, and piety. 

The hope which was not of this earth, 

The peace which has in pangs its birth, 

As if in its last stage the mind. 

Like silver seven times refined 

In life's red furnace, all its clay. 

All its dross purified away. 

Paused yet a little while below. 

Its beauty and its power to show. 

As if the tumult of this life. 

Its sorrow, vanity, and strife. 

Had been but as the lightning's shock 

Shedding rich ore upon the rock,* 

Though in the trial scorch'd and riven. 

The gold it wins is gold from heaven. 

He watch'd, he soothed me day to day, — 

How kindly, words may never say : 

All angel ministering could be 

That old man's succour was to me : 

I dwelt with him ; for all in vain 

He urged me to return again 

And mix with life : — and months pass'd on 

Without a trace to mark them gone ; 

♦ It is a belief among some savage nations, — the North American 
Indians, I believe, — that where the lightning strikes it melts into 
gold. 
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I had one only wish, to be 
Left to my grief's monotony. 
There is a calm which is not peace, 
Like that when ocean's tempests cease^ 
When worn out with the storm, the sea 
Sleeps in her dark tranquillity, 
As dreading that the lightest stir 
Would bring again the winds on her. 
I felt as if I could not brook 
A sound, a breath, a voice, a look, 
As I fear'd they would bring again 
Madness upon my heart and brain. 
It was a haunting curse to me, 
The simoom of insanity. 
The link of life's enchanted chain, 
Its hope, its pleasure, fear or pain. 
Connected but with what had been^ 
Clung not to any future scene. 
There is an indolence in grief 
Which will not even seek relief: 
I sat me down, like one who knows 
The poison tree above him grows. 
Yet moves not ; my life-task was done 
With that hour which left me alone. 

It was one glad and glorious noon, 
Fill'd with the golden airs of June, 
When leaf and flower look to the sun 
As if his light and life were one, — 
A day of those diviner days 
When breath seems only given for praise, 
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Beneath a stately tree which shed 
A cool green shadow over-head ; 
I listened to that old man's words 
Till my heart's pulses were as chords 
Of a lute waked at the command 
Of some thrice powerful master's hand- 
He paused : I saw his face was bright 
With even more than morning's light, 
As his cheek felt the spirit's glow ; 
A glory sat upon his brow, 
His eye flash'd as to it were given 
A vision of his coming heaven. 
I turn'd away in awe and fear, 
My spirit was not of his sphere ; 
111 might an earthly care intrude 
Upon such high and holy mood : 
I felt the same as I had done 
Had angel face upon me shone, 
When sudden, as sent from on high. 
Music came slowly sweeping by. 
It was not harp, it was not song, 
Nor aught that might to earth belong I 
The birds sang not, the leaves were still, 
Silence was sleeping on the rill ; 
But with a deep and solemn sound 
The viewless music swept around. 
Oh ! never yet was such a tone 
To hand or lip of mortal known ! 
It was as if a hymn were sent 
From heaven's starry instrument, 
In joy, such joy as seraphs feel 
For some pure souFs immortal weal. 
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When that its human task is done, 
Earth's trials past, and heaven won. 
I felt, before I fear'd, my dread, 
I turn'd, and saw the old man dead ! 
Without a struggle or a sigh : — 
And is it thus the righteous die ? 
There he lay in the sun, calm, pale, 
As if life had been like a tale 
Which, whatsoe'er its sorrows past, 
Breaks off in hope and peace at last. 

I stretch'd him by the olive tree. 
Where his death, there his grave should be; 
The place was a thrice hallowed spot, — 
There had he drawn his golden lot 
Of immortality ; 'twas blest, 
A green and holy place of rest. 

But ill my burthen'd heart could bear 
Its after loneliness of care ; 
The calmness round seem'd but to be 
A mockery of grief and me, — 
The azure flowers, the sunlit sky. 
The rill, with its still melody. 
The leaves, the birds, — with my despair, 
The light and freshness had no share : 
The one unbidden of them all 
To join in summer's festivaL 

I wander'd first to many a shrine 
By zeal or ages made divine ; 
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And then I visited each place 
Where valour's deeds had left a trace ; 
Or sought the spots renown'd no less 
For nature's lasting loveliness. 
In vain that all things changed around, 
No change in my own heart was found. 
In sad or gay, in dark or fair, 
My spirit found a likeness there. 

At last my bosom yeam'd to see 
My Eva's blooming infancy ; 
I saw, myself unseen the while, 
Oh, God ! it was her mother's smile ! 
Wherefore, oh, wherefore had they flung 
The veil just as her mother's hung ? — 
Another look I dared not take. 
Another look ray heart would break ! 
I rush'd away to the lime grove 
Where first I told my tale of love ; 
And leaves and flowers breathed of spring, 
As in our first sweet wandering. 
I look*d towards the clear blue sky, 
I saw the gem-like stream run by ; 
How did I wish that, like these. Fate 
Had made the heart inanimate. 
Oh ! why should spring for others be, 
When there can come no spring to thee ? 

Again, again, I rush'd away ; 
Madness was on an instant's stay I 
And since that moment, near and far^ 
In rest, in toil, in peace, and war, 
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I've wander'd on without an aim, 
In all, save lapse of years the same. 
Where was the star to rise and shine 
Upon a night so dark as mine ?— 
My life was as a frozen stream. 
Which shares but feels not the sun-beam. 
All careless where its course may tend. 
So that it leads but to an end. 
I fear my fate too much to crave 
More than it must bestow — the grave. 



And Amirald from that hour sought 
A refuge from each mournful thought 
In Raymond's sad but soothing smile ; 
And listening what might well beguile 
The spirit from its last recess 
Of dark and silent wretchedness. 
He spoke of Eva, and he tried 
To rouse her father into pride 
Of her fair beauty ; rather strove 
To waken hope yet more than love. 

He saw how deeply Amirald fear'd 
To touch a wound not heal'd but sear'd : 
His gentle care was not in vain. 
And Amirald learn'd to think again 
Of hope, if not of happiness ; 
And soon his bosom pined to press 
The child whom he so long had left 
An orphan doubly thus bereft. 
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He mark'd with what enamour'd tongae 
Raymond on Eva's mention hung, — 
The soften'd tone, the downward gaze, 
All that so well the heart betrays ; 
And a reviving future stole 
Like dew and sunlight on his soul. 

Soon the Crusaders would be met 
Where winter's rest from war was set; 
And then farewell to arms and Spain; — 
Then for their own fair France again. 

One morn there swell'd the trumpet's blast, 
Calling to battle, but the last ; 
And Amirald watch'd the youthful knight 
Spur his proud courser to the fight : 
Tall as the young pine yet unbent 
By strife with its mountain element, — 
His vizor was up, and his full dark eye 
Flashed as its flashing were victory ; 
And hope and pride sat on his brow, 
As his earlier war-dreams were on him now. 
Well might he be proud, for where was there one 
Who had won the honour that he had won ? 
And first of the line it was his to lead 
His band to many a daring deed. 

But rose on the breath of the evening gale, 
Not the trumpet's salute, but a mournful tale 
Of treachery, that had betray'd the flower 
Of the Christian force to the Infidel's power. 
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One came who told he saw Raymond fall, 

Left in the battle the last of all ; 

His helm was gone, and his wearied hand 

Held a red but a broken brand. — 

What could a warrior do alone ? 

And Amirald felt all hope was gone. 

Alas for the young ! alas for the brave I 

Fop the morning's hope, and the evening's grave ! 

And gush'd for him hot briny tears. 

Such as Amirald had not shed for years; — 

With heavy step and alter'd heart, 

Again he turn'd him to depart. 

He sought his child, but half her bloom 

Was withering in Raymond's tomb. 

Albeit not with those who fled, 
Yet was not Raymond with the dead. 
There is a lofty castle stands 
On the verge of Grenada's lands ; 
It has a dungeon, and a chain. 
And there the young knight must remain. 
Day after day, — or rather night, — 
Can morning come without its light ? 
Pass'd on without a sound or sight 
The only thing that he could feel, 
Was the same weight of fettering steel, — 
The only sound that he could hear, 
Was when his own voice mock'd his ear, — 
His only sight was the drear lamp 
That faintly show'd the dungeon's damp, 
When by his side the jailor stood, 
And brought his loathed and scanty food. 
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What is the toil, or care, or pain, 
The human heart cannot sustain? 
Enough if struggling can create 
A change or colour in our fate ; 
But Where's the spirit that can cope 
With listless suffering, when hope. 
The last of misery's allies, 
Sickens of its sweet self, and dies ? 

He thought on Eva : — tell not me 
Of happiness in memory ! 
Oh ! what is memory but a gift 
Within a ruin'd temple left. 
Recalling what its beauties were. 
And then presenting what they are ? 
And many hours pass'd by, — each one 
Sad counterpart of others gone ; 
Till even to his dreams was brought 
The sameness of his waking thought ; 
And in his sleep he felt again 
The dungeon, darkness, damp, and chain. 

One weary time, when he had thrown 
Himself on his cold bed of stone, 
Sudden he heard a stranger hand 
Undo the grating's iron band : 
He knew 'twas stranger, for no jar 
Came from the hastily drawn bar. 
Too faintly gleam'd the lamp to show 
The face of either friend or foe ; 
But there was softness in the tread. 
And Eaymond raised his weary head, 
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And saw a muffled figure kneel, 
And loose the heavy links of steel. 
He heard a whisper, to which heaven 
Had surely all its music given : — 
" Vow to thy saints for liberty, 
Sir knight, and softly follow me ! " 
He heard her light step on the stair, 
And felt 'twas woman led him there. 
And dim and dark the way they pass*d, 
Till on the dazed sight flash'd at last 
A burst of light, and Raymond stood 
Where censers burn'd with sandal wood, 
And silver lamps like moonshine fell 
O'er mirrors and the tapestried swell 
Of gold and purple : on they went 
Through rooms each more magnificent. 

And Raymond look'd upon the brow 
Of the fair guide who led him now : 
It was a pale but lovely face, 
Yet in its first fresh spring of grace. 
That spring before or leaf or flower 
Has known a single withering hour : 
With lips red as the earliest rose 
That opens for the bee's repose. 
But it was not on lip, or cheek 
Too marble fair, too soft, too meek. 
That aught was traced that might exprtiss 
More than unconscious loveliness ; 
But her dark eyes I as the wild light 
Streams from the stars at deep midnight, 
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Speaks of the future, — so those eyes 
Seem'd with their fate to sympathise, 
As mocking with their conscious shade 
The smile that on the red lip play'd, 
As that they knew their destiny 
Was love, and that such love would be 
The uttermost of misery. 

There came a new burst of perfume, 
But different, from one stately room. 
Not of sweet woods, waters distill'd. 
But with fresh flowers' breathings fill'd : 
And there the maiden paused, as thought 
Some painful memory to her brought. 
Around all spoke of woman's hand : 
There a guitar lay on a stand 
Of polished ebony, and raised 
In rainbow ranks the hyacinth blazed. 
Like banner'd lancers of the spring, 
Save that they were too languishing. 
And gush'd the tears from her dark eyes. 
And sweird her lip and breast with sighs ; 
But Raymond spoke, and at the sound 
The maiden's eye glanced hurried round. 

Motioning with her hand, she led. 
With watching gaze and noiseless tread. 
Along a flower-fiU'd terrace, where 
FloVd the first tide of open air. 
They reach'd the garden ; there was all 
That gold could win, or luxury call 
From northern or from southern skies, 
To make an earthly paradise. 
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Their path was through a little grove, 
Where cypress branches met above, 
Green, shadowy, as nature meant 
To make the rose a summer tent. 
In fear and care, lest the hot noon 
Should kiss her fragrant brow too soon. 
Oh ! passion's history, ever thus 
Love's light and breath were perilous I 
On the one side a fountain play'd 
As if it were a Fairy's shade. 
Who shower'd diamonds to streak 
The red pomegranate's ruby cheek. 
The grove led to a lake, one side 
Sweet-scented shrubs and willows hide : 
There winds a path, the clear moonshine 
Pierces not its dim serpentine. 
The garden lay behind in light, 
With flower and with fountain bright; 
The lake like sheeted silver gave 
The stars a mirror in each wave ; 
And distant far the torchlight fell^ 
Where paced the walls the oentinel : 
And as each scene met Raikond's view. 
He deem'd the tales of magic true, — 
With such a path, and such a night, 
And such a guide, and such a flight. 

The way led to a grotto's shade, 
Just for a noon in summer made ; 
For scarcely might its arch be seen 
Through the thick ivy's curtain green, 
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And not a sunbeam might intrude . 
Upon its twilight solitude. 
It was the very place to strew 
The latest violets that grew 
Upon the feathery moss, then dream,— ^ 
Luird by the music of the stream, — 
Fann'd by those scented gales which bring 
The garden's wealth upon their wing, 
Till languid with its own delight. 
Sleep steals like love upon the sight. 
Bearing those visionings of bliss 
That only visit sleep like this. 

And paused the maid, — the moonlight shed 
Its light where leaves and flowers were spread, 
As there she had their sweetness borne, 
A pillow for a summer mom ; 
But when those leaves and flowers were raised, 
A lamp beneath their covering blazed. 
She led through a small path whose birth 
Seem'd in the hidden depths of earth, — 
'Twas dark and damp, and on the ear 
There came a rush of waters near. 
At length the drear path finds an end,— 
Beneath a dark low arch they bend; 
" Safe, safe !" the maiden cried, and prest 
The red cross to her panting breast ! 
"Yes, we are safe!— on, stranger, on. 
The worst is past, and freedom won ! 
Somewhat of peril yet remains. 
But peril not from Moorish chains ; — 
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With hope and heaven be our lot!" 

She spoke, but Raymond answer'd not : 

It was as he at once had come 

Into some star's eternal home, — 

He look'd upon a spacious cave, 

Rich with the gifts wherewith the wave 

Had heap'd the temple of that source 

Which gave it to its daylight course. 

Here pillars crowded round the hall. 

Each with a glistening capital : — 

The roof was set with thousand spars, 

A very midnight heaven of stars ; 

The walls were bright with every gem 

That ever graced a diadem ; 

Snow turn'd to treasure, — crystal flowers 

With every hue of summer hours. 

While light and colour round him blazed, 

It seem'd to Raymond that he gazed 

Upon a fairy's palace, raised 

By spells from ore and jewels, that shine 

In Afric's stream and Indian mine ; 

And she, his dark-eyed guide, were queen 

Alone in the enchanted scene. 

They pass'd the columns, and they stood 
By the depths of a pitchy flood, 
Where silent, leaning on his oar, 
An Ethiop slave stood by the shore, 
" My faithful Ali ! " cried the maid. 
And then to gain the boat essay'd. 
Then paused, as in her heart afraid 
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To trust that slight and fragile bark 
Upon a stream so fierce, so dark ; 
Such sullen waves^ the torch's glare 
Fell wholly unreflected there. 
*Twas but a moment ; on they went 
Over the grave-like element ; 
At first in silence, for so drear 
Was all that met the eye and ear, — 
Before, behind, all was like night. 
And the red torch's cheerless light. 
Fitful and dim, but served to show 
How the black waters roli'd below ; 
And how the cavern roof o'erhead 
Seem'd like the tomb above them spread. 
And ever as each heavy stroke 
Of the oar upon these waters broke, 
Ten thousand echoes sent the sound 
Like omens through the hollows round. 
Till Raymond, who awhile subdued 
His spirit's earnest gratitude. 
Now pour'd his hurried thanks to her. 
Heaven's own loveliest minister. 
E'en by that torch he could espy 
The burning cheek, the downcast eye, — 
The faltering lip, which owns too well 
All that its words might never tell ; 
Once her dark eye met his, and then. 
Sank 'neath its silken shade again ; 
She spoke a few short hurried words, 
But indistinct, like those low chorda 
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Waked from the lute or ere the hand 
Knows jet what song it shall command. 
Was it in maiden fearfulness 
He might her bosom's secret guess, 
Or but in maiden modesty 
At what a stranger's thought might be 
Of this a Moorish maiden's flight 
In secret with a Christian knight ? 
And the bright colour on her cheek 
Was various as the morning break, — 
Now spring-rose red, now lily pale, 
As thus the maiden told her tale. 

MOORISH MAIDEITS TALE. 

Albeit on my brow and breast 

Is Moorish turban, Moorish vest; 

Albeit too of Moorish line, 

Yet Christian blood and faith are mine. 

Even from earliest infancy 

I have been taught to bend the knee 

Before the sweet Madonna's face, 

To pray from her a Saviour's grace ! 

My mother's youthful heart was given 

To one an infidel in Heaven ; 

Alas ! that ever earthly love 

Could turn her hope from that above ; 

Yet surely 'tis for tears, not blame, 

To be upon that mother's name. 

Well can I deem my father all 
That holds a woman's heart in thrall, — 

h 4 
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In truth his was as proud a form 

As ever stemm'd a battle storm, 

As ever moved first in the hall 

Of crowds and costly festival. 

Upon each temple the black hair 

Was mix'd with grey, as early care 

Had been to him like age, — his eye. 

And lip^ and brow, were dark and high ; 

And yet there was a look that seem'd 

As if at other times he dream'd 

Of gentle thoughts he strove to press 

Back to their unsunn'd loneliness. 

Your first gaze cower'd beneath his glanc^ 

Keen like the flashing of a lance, 

As forced a homage to allow 

To that tall form, that stately brow ; 

But the next dwelt upon the trace 

That time may bring, but not efface, 

Of cares that wasted life's best years. 

Of griefs sear'd more than sooth'd by tearsi^ 

And homage changed to a sad feeling 

For a proud heart its grief concealing. 

If such his brow, when griefs that wear, 

And hopes that waste, were written there. 

What must it have been, at the hour 

When in my mother's moonlit bower, 

If any step moved, 'twas to take 

The life he ventured for her sake ? 

He urged his love ; to such a suit 

Could woman's eye or heart be mute ? 

She fled with him, — it matters not 

To dwell at length upon their lot. 
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But that my mother's frequent sighs 
Sweird at the thoughts of former ties, 
First loved, then fear'd she loved too well, 
Then fear'd to love an Infidel ; 
A struggle all, she had the will 
But scarce the strength to love him still : — 
But for this weakness of the heart. 
Which could not from its love depart, 
Rebell'd, but quickly clung again, 
Which broke and then renew'd its chain. 
Without the power to love, and be 
Repaid by love's fidelity : — 
Without this contest of the mind, 
Though yet its early fetters bind, 
Which still pants to be unconfined. 
They had been happy. 

*Twas when first 
My spirit from its childhood burst. 
That to our roof a maiden came. 
My mother's sister, and the same 
In form, in face, in smiles, in tears. 
In step, in voice, in all but years. 
Save that there was upon her brow 
A calm my mother's wanted now ; 
And that Elvira's loveliness 
Seem'd scarce of earth, so passionless, 
So pale, all that the heart could paint 
Of the pure beauty of a saint. 
Yes, I have seen Elvira kneel 
And seen the rays of evening steal, 
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Lighting the blue depths of her eye 

With 80 much of divinity 

Aa if her every thought was raised 

To the bright heaven on which she gazed I 

Then often I have deem'd her form 

Rather with light than with life warm. 

My father's darken'd brow was glad^ 
My mother's burthen 'd heart less sad 
With her, for she was not of those 
Who all the heart's affections close 
In a drear hour of grief or wrath, — 
Her path was as an angel's path. 
Known only by the flowers which spring 
Beneath the influence of its wing ; 
And that her high and holy mood 
Was such as suited solitude. 
Still she had gentle words and smiles, 
And all that sweetness which beguiles, 
Like sunshine on an April day, 
The heaviness of gloom away. 
It was as the soul's weal were sure 
When prayer rose from lips so pure. 

She left us ; — the same evening came 
Tidings of woe, and death, and shame. 
Her guard had been attack'd by one 
Whose love it had been her's to shun. 
Fierce was the struggle, and her flight 
Meanwhile had gain'd a neighbouring height. 
Which dark above the river stood. 
And look'd upon the rushing flood ; 
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'Twas compass'd round, she was bereft 
Of the vague hope that flight had left 
One moment, and they saw her kneel, 
And then, as Heaven heard her appeal. 
She flung her downwards from the rock : 
Her heart was nerved by death to mock 
What that heart never might endure, — 
The slavery of a godless Moor. 

And madness in its burning pain 
Seized on my mother s heart and brain : 
She died that night, and the next day 
Beheld my father far away. 
But wherefore should I dwell on all 
Of sorrow memory can recall ? 
Enough to know that I must roam 
An orphan to a stranger home. — 
My father's death in battle field 
Forced me a father's right to yield 
To his stern brother ; how my heart 
Was forced with one by one to part 
Of its best hopes, till life became 
Existence only in its name ; 
Left but a single wish, — to share 
The cold home where my parents were. 

At last I heard — I may not say 
How my soul brighten'd into day — 
Elvira lived : a miracle 
Had surely saved her as she fell ! 
A fisherman, who saw her float, 
Bore her in silence to his boat. 
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She lived ! how often had I said 
To mine own heart she is not dead ; 
And she remember'd me, and when 
They bade us never meet again, 
She sent to me an Ethiop slave, 
The same who guides us o'er the wave, 
Whom she had led to that pure faith 
Which sains and saves in life and death, 
And plann'd escape. 

It was one mom 
I saw our conquering standards borne, 
And gazed upon a Christian knight 
Wounded and prisoner from the fight ; 
I made a vow that he should be 
Redeem'd from his captivity. 
Sir knight, the Virgin heard my vow, — 
Yon light, — we are in safety now ! 



The arch was pass'd, the crimson gleam 
Of morning fell upon the stream, 
And flash'd upon the dazzled eye 
The day-break of a summer sky ; 
And they are sailing amid ranks 
Of cypress on the river banks : 
They land where water-lilies spread 
Seem almost too fair for the tread ; 
And knelt they down upon the shore, 
The heart's deep gratitude to pour. 
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Led by their dark guide on they press 
Through many a green and lone recess : 
The morning air, the bright sunshine, 
To Raymond were like the red wine, — 
Each leaf, each flower seem'd to be 
With his own joy in sympathy, 
So fresh, so glad ; but the fair Moor, 
From peril and pursuit secure. 
Though hidden by a close-drawn veil, 
Yet seem'd more tremulous, more pale ; 
The hour of dread and danger past, 
Fear's timid thoughts came thronging fast ; 
Her cold hand trembled in his own. 
Her strength seem'd with its trial gone. 
And downcast eye, and faltering word, 
But dimly seen, but faintly heard, 
Seem'd scarcely hers that just had been 
His dauntless guide through the wild scene. 

At length a stately avenue 
Of ancient chesnuts met their view, 
And they could see the time-worn walls 
Of her they sought, Elvira's halls. 
A small path led a nearer way 
Through flower-beds in their spring array. 
They reach'd the steps, and stood below 
A high and marble portico ; 
They enter'd, and saw kneeling there 
A creature even more than fair. 
On each white temple the dusk braid 
Of parted hair made twilight shade> 
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That brow whose blue veins shone to show 
It was more beautiful than snow. 
Her large dark eyes were almost hid 
By the nightfall of the fringed lid ; 
And tears which fill'd their orb with light, 
Like summer showers blent soft with bright. 
Her cheek was saintly pale, as nought 
Were there to flush with earthly thought ; 
As the heart, which in youth had given 
Its feelings and its hopes to Heaven, 
Knew no emotions that could spread 
A maiden's cheek with sudden red, — 
Made for an atmosphere above. 
Too much to bend to mortal love. 

And Raymond watch'd as if his eye 
Were on a young divinity, — 
As her bright presence made him feel 
Awe that could only gaze and kneel ; 
And Leila paused, as if afraid 
To break upon the recluse maid, 
As if her heart took its rebuke 
From that cold, calm, and placid look. 

" Elvira 1 " — though the name was said 
Low, as she fear'd to wake the dead. 
Yet it was heard, and, all revealing. 
Of her most treasured mortal feeling, 
Fondly the Moorish maid was prest 
To her she sought, Elvira's breast 
"I pra/d for thee, my hope, my fear, 
My Leila ! and now thou art near. 
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Nay, weep not, welcome as thou art 

To my faith, friends, and home and heart ! ** 

And Ratmoxd almost deem'd that earth 
To such had never given birth 
As the fair creatures, who, like light, 
Floated upon his dazzled sight : — 
One with her bright and burning cheek. 
All passion, tremulous and weak, 
A woman in her woman's sphere 
Of joy and grief, of hope and fear. 
The other, whose mild tenderness 
Seem'd as less made to share than bless ; 
One to whom human joy was such 
That her heart fear'd to trust too much, 
While her wan brow seem'd as it meant 
To soften rapture to content ; — 
To whom all earth's delight was food 
For high and holy gratitude. 

Gazed Raymond till his burning brain 
Grew dizzy with excess of pain ; 
For unheal'd wounds his strength had worn, 
And all the toil his flight had borne ; 
His lip, and cheek, and brow were flame ; 
And When Elvira's welcome came, 
It fell on a regardless ear, 
As bow'd beside a column near, 
He leant, insensible to all 
Of ^ood or ill that could befalL 
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THE TROUBADOUR. 

CANTO IV. 

It was a wild and untrained bower, 

Enough to screen from April shower, 

Or shelter from June's hotter hour, 

Tapestried with starry jessamines. 

The summer s gold and silver mines ; 

With a moss seat, and its turf set 

With crowds of the white violet. 

And close beside a fountain plaj'd, 

Dim, cool, from its encircling shade ; 

And lemon trees grew round, as pale 

As never yet to them the gale 

Had brought a message from the sun 

To say their sunmier task was done. 

It was a very solitude 

For love in its despairing mood. 

With just enough of breath and bloom, 

With just enough of calm and gloom, 

To suit a heart where love has wrought 

His wasting work, with saddest thought ; 

Where all its sickly fantasies 

May call up suiting images : 

With flowers like hopes that spring and fade 

As only for a mockery made^ 
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And shadows of the boughs that fall 
Like sorrow drooping over all. 

And Leila, loveliest ! can it be 
Such destiny is made for thee ? 
Yes, it is written on thy brow 
The all thy lip may not avow, — 
All that in woman's heart can dwell, 
Save by a blush unutterable. 
Alas ! that ever Raymond came 
To light thy cheek and heart to flame, — 
A hidden fire, but not the less 
Consuming in its dark recess. 

She had leant by his couch of pain, 
When throbbing pulse and bursting vein 
Fierce spoke the fever, when fate near 
Rode on the tainted atmosphere ; 
And though that parch'd lip spoke alone 
Of other love, in fondest tone, 
And though the maiden knew that death 
Might be upon his lightest breath. 
Yet never by her lover's side 
More fondly watch'd affianced bride, — 
With pain or fear more anxious strove, 
Than Leila watch'd another's love. 

But he was safe ! — that very day 
Farewell, it had been hers to say ; 
And he was gone to his own land. 
To seek another maiden's hand. 

VOL. L M 
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"Who that had look'd on her that mom, 
Could dream of all her heart had borne ? 
Her cheek was red, but who could know 
'Twas flushing with the strife below ? 
Her eye was bright, but who could tell 
It shone with tears she strove to quell ? 
Her voice was gay, her step was light ; 
And, beaming, beautiful and bright, 
It was as if life could confer 
Nothing but happiness on her. 
Ah ! who could think that all so fair 
Was semblance, and but misery there ? 

'Tis strange with how much power and pride 
The softness is of love allied ; 
How much of power to force the breast 
To be in outward show at rest, — 
How much of pride that never eye 
May look upon its agony ! 
Ah ! little will the lip reveal 
Of all the burning heart can feel. 
But this was past, and she was now 
With clasped hands prest to her brow, 
And head bow'd down upon her knee, 

» 

And heart-pulse throbbing audibly. 
And tears that gush'd like autumn rain. 
The more for that they gush'd in vain. 
Oh ! why should woman ever love, 
Trusting to one false star above ; 
And fling her little chance away 
Of sunshine for its treacherous ray ? 
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At first Elyira had not sought 
To break upon her lonely thought. 
But it was now the vesper time» 
And she return'd not at the chime 
Of holy bells, — she knew the hour : — 
At last they searched her favourite bower ; 
Beside the fount they found the maid 
On head bow'd down, as if she pray'd ; 
Her long black hair fell like a veil, 
Making her pale brow yet more pale. 
'Twas strange to look upon her face, 
Then turn and see its shadowy trace 
Within the fountain ; one like stone, 
So cold, so colourless, so lone, — 
A statue nymph, placed there to show 
How far the sculptor's art could go. 
The other, and that too the shade. 
In light and crimson warmth array'd ; 
For the red glow of day declining. 
Was now upon the fountain shining, 
And the shape in its mirror bright 
Of sparkling waves caught warmth and light. 
Elyiba spoke not, though so near. 
Her words lay mute in their own fear : 
At last she whisper'd Leila's name, — 
No answer from the maiden came. 
She took one cold hand in her own. 
Started, and it dropped lifeless down ! 
She gazed upon the fixed eye. 
And read in it mortality. 

M 2 
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And lingers yet that maiden's tale 
A legend of the lemon vale : 
They say that never from that hour 
Has flourish'd there a single flower,— 
The jasmine droop'd the violets died. 
Nothing grew by that fountain side, 
Save the pale pining lemon trees, 
And the dark weeping cypresses. — 
And now, when to the twilight star 
The lover wakes his lone guitar. 
Or maiden bids a song impart 
AU that is veil'd in her own heart. 
The wild and mournful tale they tell 
Of her who loved, alas ! too well. — 

And where was Raymond, where was he ? 
Borne homeward o'er the rapid sea. 
While sunny days and favouring gales 
Brought welcome speed to the white sails, — 
With bended knee, and upraised hand. 
He stood upon his native land. 
With all that happiness can be 
When resting on futurity. 
On, on he went, and o'er the plain 
He rode an armed knight again ; 
He urged his steed with hand and heel, 
It bounded conscious of the steel. 
And never yet to Raymond's eye 
Spread such an earth, shone such a sky, 
Blew such sweet breezes o'er his brow, 
As those his native land had now. 



THE TBOUBADOUR. 165 

He thought upon young Eva's name, 
And felt that she was still the same ; 
He thought on Amirald, — his child 
Had surely his dark cares beguiled ; 
He thought upon the welcome sweet 
It would be his so soon to meet : 
And never had the star of hope 
Shone on a lovelier horoscope. 

And evening shades were on the hour 
When Raymond rode beneath the tower 
Remeraber'd well, for Adeline 
Had there been his heart's summer queen. 
Could this be it ? — he knew the heath 
Which, lake-like, spread its walls beneath, — 
He saw the dark- old chestnut wood 
Which had for ages by it stood ; 
And but for these the place had been 
As one that he had never seen. 
The walls were rent, the gates were gone, 
No red light from the watch tower shone. 
He enter'd, and the hall was bare, 
It show'd the spoiler had been there ; 
Even upon the very hearth 
The green grass found a place of birth. 
Oh, vanity ! that the stone wall 
May sooner than a blossom fall ; 
The tower in its strength may be 
Laid low before the willow tree. 
There stood the wood, subject to all 
The autumn wind, the winter fall, — 

H 3 
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There stood the castle which the rain 
And wind had buffeted in vain, — 
But one in ruins stood beside 
The other green in its spring pride. 

And Raymond paced the lonely hall 
Af if he fear'd his own footfalL 
It is the very worst, the gloom 
Of a deserted banquet-room, 
To see the spider's web outvie 
The torn and faded tapestry, — 
To shudder at the cold damp air, 
Then think how once were burning there 
The incense vase with odour glowing. 
The silver lamp its softness throwing 
O'er cheeks as beautiful and bright 
As roses bath*d in summer light, — 
How through the portals sweeping came 
Proud cavalier and high-born dame. 
With gems like stars 'mid raven curls. 
And snow-white plumes, and wreathed pearls 
Gold cups, whose lighted flames made dim 
The sparkling stones around the brim ; — 
Soft voices answering to the lute, 
The swelling harp, the sigh- waked flute,— 
The glancing lightness of the dance, — 
Then, starting sudden from thy trance, 
Gaze round the lonely place and see 
Its silence and obscurity : 
Then commune with thino heart, and say 
These are the foot-prints of decay, — 
And I, even thus shall pass away. 
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And Raymond turn'd him to depart, 
With darkened brow and heavy heart. 
Can outrage or can time remove 
The sting, the scar of slighted love ? 
He could not look upon the scene 
And not remember Adeline, 
Fair queen of gone festivity, — 
Oh, where was it, and where was she ? 

At distance short a village lay. 
And thither Raymond took his way, 
And in its hostel shelter found, 
While the dark night was closing round. 
It was a cheerful scene ; the hearth 
Was bright with wood-fire and with mirth. 
And in the midst a harper bent 
O'er his companion instrument : 
'Twas an old man, his hair was grey, — 
For winter tracks in snow its way, — 
But yet his dark, keen eye was bright. 
With somewhat of its youthful light ; 
Like one whose path of life had made 
Its course through mingled sheen and shade, 
But one whose buoyant spirit still 
Pass'd lightly on through good or ill, — 
One reckless if borne o'er the sea 
In storm or in tranquillity ; 
The same to him, as if content 
Were his peculiar element. 
'Tis strange how the heart can create 
Or colour from itself its fate ; 
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We make ourselves our own distress, 
We are ourselves our happiness. 

And many a song and many a lay 
Had pass'd the cheerful hour away, 
When one pray'd that he would relate, 
His tale of the proud ladye*s fate, — 
The lady Adeline ; — the name 
Like lightning upon Raymond came ! 
And swept the harper o'er his chords, 
As that he paus'd for minstrel words, 
Or stay'd till silence should prevail ; 
When thus the old man told the tale. 

THE PROUD LADYE .♦ 

Oh, what could the ladye's beauty match, 

An it were not the ladye's pride ? 
An hundred knights from far and near 

Woo'd at that ladye's side. 

The rose of the summer slept on her cheek, 

Its lily upon her breast. 
And her eye shone forth like the glorious star 

That rises the first in the west 

There were some that woo'd for her land and gold. 
And some for her noble name, 

* This ballad is also taken, with some slight change, from a legend 
in Russell's Germany. 
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And more that woo'd for her loveliness ; — 
But her answer was still the same. 

" There is a steep and lofty wall, * 
Where my warders trembling stand, 

He who at speed shall ride round its height, 
For him shall be my hand." 

Many turn'd away from the deed, 

The hope of their wooing o'er ; 
But many a young knight mounted the steed 

He never mounted more. 

At last there came a youthful knight. 

From a strange and far countrie, 
The steed that he rode was white as the foam 

Upon a stormy sea. 

And she who had scorn'd the name of love, 

Now bow*d before its might, 
And the ladye grew meek, as if disdain 

Were not made for that stranger knight. 

She sought at first to steal his soul 

By dance, song, and festival ; 
At length on bended knee she pray'd 

He would not ride the wall. 

But gaily the young knight laugh'd at her fears. 

And flung him on his steed, — 
There was not a saint in the calendar 

That she pray'd not to in her need. 
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She dared not raise her eyes to see 

If Heaven had granted her prayer, 

Till she heard a light step bound to her side, 
The gallant knight stood there I 

And took the ladye Adeline 

From her hair a jewell'd band. 

But the knight repell*d the offer'd gift, 
And tum'd from the offered hand. 

And deemest thou that I dared this deed, 

Ladye, for love of thee ? 
The honour that guides the soldier's lance 

Is mistress enough for me. 

Enough for me to ride the ring. 
The victor's crown to wear ; 

But not in honour of the eyes 
Of any ladye there. 

I had a brother whom I lost 

Through thy proud crueltie, 

And far more was to me his love. 
Than woman's love can be. 

I came to triumph o'er the pride 

Through which that brother fell, 

I laugh to scorn thy love and thee, 
And now, proud dame, farewell ! 

And from that hour the ladye pined, 
For love was in her heart, 
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And on her slumber there canie dreams 
She could not bid depart. 

Her eye lost all its starry light. 

Her cheek grew wan and pale, 
Till she hid her faded loveliness 

Beneath the sacred veil. 

And she cut off her long dark hair, 

And bade the world farewell, 
And she now dwells a veiled nun 

In Saint Marie's cell. 



And what were Raymond's dreams that night ? 
The morning's gift of crimson light 
Waked not his sleep, for his pale cheek 
Did not of aught like slumber speak ; 
Though not upon a morn like this 
Should Raymond turn to aught but bliss. 
To-day, when Eva will be prest. 
Ere evening, to his throbbing breast, — 
To-day, when all his own will be 
That cheer'd his long captivity. 
Care to the wind of heaven was flung 
As the young knight to stirrup sprung. 

He reach'd the castle ; save one, all 
Rush'd to his welcome in the hall. 
He gaz'd, but there no Eva came, 
Scarce his low voice nam'd Eva's name ! 
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" Our Eva, she is far away 
Amid the young, the fair, the gay. 
At Thoulouse, now the bright resort 
Of beauty, and the Minstrel Court ; 
For this time it is hers to set 
The victor's brow with violet.* 

* I have here given to an early age what in reality belongs to a 
later one ; the Golden Violet was a prize given rather for the revival 
than the encouragement of the Troubadours. The following is Sis- 
mondi's account : — 

" A few versifiers of little note had assumed, at Thoulouse, the 
name of Troubadours, and were accustomed to assemble together, in 
the gardens of the Augustine Monks, where they read their com- 
positions to one another. In 1323, these persons resolved to form 
themselves into a species of academy del Gat Sabir, and they gave it 
the title of La Sobrigaza Compankia dds septs Trobudors de Tolosa. 
This * most gay society' was eagerly joined by the Capitouls, or ve- 
nerable magistrates of Thoulouse, who wished, by some public festival, 
to reanimate the spirit of poetry. A circular letter was addressed to 
all the cities of Languedoc, to give notice that, on the first of May, 
1 324, a Golden Violet would be decreed, as a prize, to the author of 
the best poem in the Provencal language." — Sismondi on the Li- 
terature of the Troubadours, 

But there is a more romantic though less true account of the origin 
of the Golden Violet ; the foundress of this picturesque ceremony was 
said to have been Clemence Isaure; but Sismondi seems to doubt 
even her existence. 

" If the celebrated Clemence Isaure, whose eulogy was pronounced 
every year in the assembly of the Floral Games, and whose statue, 
crowned with flowers, ornamented their festivals, be not merely an 
imaginary being, she appears to have been the soul of these little 
meetings before either the magistrates had noticed them, or the public 
were invited to attend them. But neither the circulars of the Sobrigaza 
Compankia nor the registers of the magistrates, make any mention of 
her ; and notwithstanding all the zeal with which, at a subsequent 
period, the glory of founding the rioral Games has been attributed to 
her, her existence is still problematical" — Sismondi. 



THE TROUBADOUR. 173 

Her father, — but you're worn and pale, — 
Come, the wine cup will aid my tale." 

The greeting of the elder knight. 
The cheerful board, the vintage bright. 
Not all could chase from Raymond's soul 
The cloud that o'er its gladness stole ; 
And soon, pretending toil, he sought 
A solitude for lonely thought. — 
'T is strange how much of vanity 
Almost unconsciously will be 
With our best feelings mix'd, and now 
But that, what shadows Raymond's brow. 

He had deem'd a declining flower. 
Pining in solitary bower. 
He should find Eva, sad and lone, — ' 
He sought the cage, the bird had flown. 
With burnish'd plume, and careless wing, 
A follower of the sunny Spring. 
He pictured her the first of all 
In masque, and dance, and festival, — 
With cheek at its own praises burning, 
And eyes but on adorers turning, — 
The lady of the tournament. 
For whose bright sake the lance was sent ; 
While minstrels borrow'd from her name 
The beauty which they paid by fame : 
Beloved I not even his hot brain 
Dared whisper, — loving too again. 
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But the next morn, and Raymond bent 
His steps to that fair Parliament, 
While pride and hasty anger strove 
Against his memory and his love. 
But leave we him awhile to rave 
Against the faith which, like the wave, 
By every grain of sand can be 
Moved from its own tranquillity, 
Till settled he that woman's mind 
Was but a leaf before the wind, — 
Left to remain, retreat, advance. 
Without a destiny but chance. — 

And where is Eva ? on her cheek 
Is there aught that of love may speak ? 
Amid the music and perfume 
That, mingling, fill yon stately room, 
A maiden sits, around her chair 
Stand others who, with graceful care. 
Bind Indian jewels in her hair, 
Tis £ya! on one side a stand 
Of dark wood from the Ethiop's land 
Is cover'd with all gems that deck 
A maiden's arm, or maiden's neck : 
The diamond, with its veins of light, 
The sapphire, like a summer night, 
The ruby, rich as it had won 
A red gift from the setting sun, 
And white pearls, such as might have been 
A bridal offering for a queen. 
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On the side opposite were thrown, 
Rainbow-like mix'd, a sparkling zone, 
A snow-white veil, a purple vest 
Embroidered with a golden crest. 
Before the silver mirror's trace 
Is the sweet shadow of her face, 
Placed as appealing to her eyes 
For the truth of the flatteries. 
With which her gay attendants seek 
To drive all sadness from her cheek. — 
She heard them not ; she reck'd not how 
They wreath'd the bright hair o'er her brow; 
Whate'er its sunny grace might be. 
There was an eye that would not see. 
They told of words of royal praise, 
They told of minstrel's moonlight lays. 
Of youthful knights who swore to die 
For her least smile, her latest sigh. 
But he was gone, her young, her brave, — 
Her heart was with him in the grave. 

Wearied, for ill the heart may bear 
Light words in which it has no share. 
She turn'd to a pale maid, who, mute, 
Dreaming of song leant o'er her lute ; 
And at her sign, that maiden's words 
Came echo like to its sweet chords, — 
It was a low and silver tone, * 
And very sad, like sorrow's own ; 
She sang of love as it will be, 
And has been in reality, — 
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Of fond hearts broken and betray'd. 
Of roses opening but to fade, 
Of wither'd hope, and wasted bloom, 
Of the young warrior's early tomb ; 
And the while her dark mournful eye 
Held with her words deep sympathy. 

And Eva listen'd ; — music's power 

Is little felt in sunlit hour ; 

But hear its voice when hopes depart, 

Like swallows, flying from the heart 

On which the summer's late decline 

Has set a sadness and a sign ; 

"When friends whose commune once we sought 

For every bosom wish and thought. 

Have given in our hour of need 

Such a support as gives the reed — 

When we have seen the green grass grow 

Over what once was life below ; 

How deeply will the spirit feel 

The lute, the song's sweet- voiced appeal ; 

And how the heart drink in their sighs 

As echoes they from Paradise ! 

'Tis done : the last bright gem is set 
In Eva's sparkling coronet ; 
A soil on her rich veil appears, — 
Unsuiting kere — and is it tears ? 

Her father met her, he was proud 
To lead his daughter through the crowd, 
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And see the many eyes that gazed, 
Then mark the blush their gazing raised ; 
And for his sake, she forced away 
The clouds that on her forehead lay. 
The sob rose in her throat, 'twas all, 
The tears swam, but they dared not fall j 
And the pale lip put on a smile, 
Alas, it was too sad for guile ! 

A beautiful and festal day 
Shone summer bright o'er the array, 
And purple banners work'd in gold, 
And azure pennons spread their fold. 
O'er the rich awnings which were round 
The galleries that hemm'd in the ground, 
The green and open space, where met 
The Minstrels of the Violet ; 
And two or three old stately trees 
Soften'd the sun, skreen'd from the breeze. 
And there came many a lovely dame. 
With cheek of rose, and eye of flame ; 
And many a radiant arm was raised. 
Whose rubies in the sunshine blazed ; 
And many a white veil swept the air 
Only than what they hid less fair ; 
And placed at his own beauty's feet 
Found many a youthful knight his seat, 
And flung his jewell'd cap aside, * 
And wore his scarf with gayer pride. 
And whisper'd soft and gallant things, 
And bade the bards' imaginings, 
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Whenever love awoke the tone, 

With their sweet passion plead his own. 

Beneath an azure canopj, 
Blue as the sweep of April's sky. 
Upon a snowy couch reclined 
Like a white cloud before the wind, 
Leant Eva : — there was many a tent 
More royal, more magnificent, 
With purple, gold, and crimson swelling. 
But none so like a fairy dwelling : 
One curtain bore her father's crest. 
But summer flowers confined the rest ; 
And, at her feet, the ground was strew 'd 
With the June's rainbow multitude : 
Beside her knelt a page, who bore 
A vase with jewels sparkling o'er. 
And in that shining vase was set 
The prize, — the Gtolden Violet. 

Alas for her whom ev'ry eye 
Worshipp'd like a divinity I 
Alas for her whose ear was fill'd 
With flatteries like sweet woods distill'd! 
Alas for Eva ! bloom and beam. 
Music and mirth, came like a dream. 
In which she mingled not, — apart 
From all ill heaviness of heart. 
There were soft tales pour'd in her ear. 
She look'd on many a cavalier. 
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Wander'd her eye round the glad scene, 
It was as if they had not been ; — 
To ear, eye, heart, there only came 
Her Raymond's image, Raymond's name! 

There is a flower, a snow-white flower, 
Fragile as if a morning shower 
Would end its being, and the earth 
Forget to what it gave a birth ; 
And it looks innocent and pale, 
Slight as the least force could avail 
To pluck it from its bed, and yet 
Its root in depth and strength is set. 
The July sun, the autumn rain. 
Beat on its slender stalk in vain ; — 
Around it spreads, despite of care, 
Till the whole garden is its share ; 
And other plants must fade and fall 
Beneath its deep and deadly thrall. 
This is love's emblem ; it is nurst 
In all unconsciousness at flrst. 
Too slight, too fair, to wake distrust ; 
No sign how that an after hour 
Will rue and weep its fatal power. 
'Twas thus with Eva ; she had dream'd 
Of Love as his first likeness seem'd, 
A sweet thought o'er which she might brood 
The treasure of her solitude ; 
But tidings of young Raymond's fate 
Waken'd her from her dream too late, 
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Even her timid love could be 

The ruling star of destiny. 

And when a cabner mood prevailed 

O'er that whose joy her father hail'd, 

Too well he saw how day by day 

Some other emblem of decay 

Came on her lip, and o'er her brow, 

Which only she would disallow ; 

The cheek the lightest word could flush, 

Not with health's rose, but the heart's gush 

Of feverish anxiousness ; he caught 

At the least hope, and vainly sought 

By change, by pleasure, to dispel 

Her sorrow from its secret cell. 

In vain : — what can reanimate 

A heart too early desolate ? 

It had been his, it could not save, 

But it could follow to his grave. 

The trumpets peal'd their latest round. 
Stole from the flutes a softer sound, 
Swell'd the harp to each master's hand, 
As onward came the minstrel band ; 
And many a bright cheek grew more bright. 
And many a dark eye flash'd with light. 
As bent the minstrel o'er his lute. 
And urged the lover's plaining suit, 
Or swept a louder chord, and gave 
Some glorious history of the brave. 

At last from 'mid the crowd one came, 
Unknown himself, unknown his name, 
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Both knight and bard, — the stranger wore 
The garb of a young Troubadour ; 
His dark green mantle loosely flung, 
Conceal'd the form o'er which it hung ; 
And his cap, with its shadowy plume, 
Hid his face by its raven gloom. 
Little did Eva's careless eye 
Dream that it wander'd Raymond by, — 
Though his first tone thrill'd every vein. 
It only made her turn again. 
Forget the scene, the song, and dwell 
But on what memory felt too well. 

THE SONG OF THE TROUBADOUR 

In some valley low and lone, 
Where I was the only one 
Of the human dwellers there, 
Would I dream away my care : 
I'd forget how in the world 
Snakes lie amid roses curl'd, 
I'd forget my once distress 
For young Love's insidiousness. 
False foes, and yet falser friends, 
Seeming but for their own ends ; 
Pleasures known but by their wings, 
Yet remember*d by their stings ; 
Gt)ld'8 decrease, and health's decay, — 
I will fly like these away. 
To some lovely solitude, 
Where the nightingale's young brood 
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Lives amid the shrine of leaves, 

Which the wild rose round them weaves, 

And my dwelling shall be made 

Underneath the beech-tree's shade. 

Twining ivy for the walls 

Over which the jasmine falls. 

Like a tapestry work'd with gold 

And pearls around each emerald fold : 

And my couches shall be set 

With the purple violet, 

And the white ones too, inside 

Each a blush to suit a bride. 

That flower which of all that live. 

Lovers, should be those who give. 

Primroses, for each appears 

Pale and wet with many tears. 

Alas, tears and pallid cheek 

All too often love bespeak ! 

There the gilderose should fling 

Silver treasures to the spring, 

And the bright laburnum's tresses 

Seeking the young wind's caresses ; 

In the midst an azure lake, 

Where no oar e'er dips to break 

The clear bed of its blue rest. 

Where the halcyon builds her nest ; 

And amid the sedges green. 

And the water-flag's thick screen, 

The solitary swan resides ; 

And the bright king-fisher hides, 
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With its colours rich like those 

Which the bird of India shows. — 

Once I thought that I would seek. 

Some fair creature, young and meek, 

Whose most gentle smile would bless 

Mj too utter loneliness ; 

But I then remember'd all 

I had suffered from Love's thrall, 

And I thought Pd not again 

Enter in the lion's den ; 

But, with my wrung heart now free. 

So I thought I still will be. 

Love is like a kingly dome, 

Yet too often sorrow's home ; 

Sometimes smiles, but oftener tears, 

Jealousies, and hopes, and fears, 

A sweet liquor sparkling up. 

But drank from a poison'd cup. 

Would you guard your heart from care, 

Love must never enter there. 

I will dwell with summer flowers, 

Fit friends for the summer hours, 

My companions honey-bees. 

And birds, and buds, and leaves, and trees, 

And the dew of the twilight, 

And the thousand stars of night : 

I will cherish that sweet gift, 

The least earthly one now left 

Of the gems of Paradise, 

Poesy's delicious sighs. 
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Ill may that soft spirit bear 
Crowds' or cities' healthless air : 
Was not her sweet breathing meant 
To echo the low murmur sent 
By the flowers, and by the rill, 
When all save the wind is still ? 
As if to tell of those fair things 
High thoughts, pure imaginings, 
That recall how bright, how fair, 
In our other state we were. 
And at last, when I have spent 
A calm life in mild content, 
May my spirit pass away 
As the early leaves decay : 
Spring shakes her gay coronal. 
One sweet breath, and then they fall. 
Only let the red-breast bring 
Moss to strew me with, and sing 
One low mournful dirge to tell 
I have bid the world farewell. 



And praise rang forth, the prize is won^ 
Young minstrel, thou hast equal none ! 
They led him to the lady's seat. 
And knelt he down at Eva's feet ; 
She bent his victor brow to deck, 
And, fainting, sunk upon his neck ! 
The cap and plume aside were thrown, 
'Twas as the grave restored its own, 
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And sent his victim forth to share 
Light, life, and hope, and sun, and air. 

That day the feast spread gay and bright 
In honour of the youthful knight. 
And it was Eva's fairy hand 
Met Raymond's in the saraband, 
And it was Eva's ear that heard 
Many a low and love-tuned word. — 
And life seem'd as a sunny stream, 
And hope awaked as from a dream ; 
But what has minstrel left to tell 
When love has not an obstacle ? 
My lute is hush'd, and mute its chords, 
The heart and happiness have no words ! 



My tale is told, the glad sunshine 
Fell over its commencing line, — 
It was a morn in June, the sun 
Was blessing all it shone upon ; 
The sky was clear, as not a cloud 
Were ever on its face allow'd ; 
The hill whereon I stood was made 
A pleasant place of summer shade 
By the green elms which seem'd as meant 
To make the noon a shadowy tent. 
I had been bent half sleep, half wake. 
Dreaming those rainbow dreams that take 
The spirit prisoner in their chain. 
Too beautiful to be quite vain, — 
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Enough if they can soothe or cheer 
One moment's pain or sorrow here. 
And I was happy ; hope and fame 
Together on my visions came, 
For memory had just dipp'd her wings 
In honey dews, and sunlit springs, — 
My brow burnt with its early wreath. 
My soul had drank its first sweet breath 
Of praise, and yet my cheek was flushing 
My heart with the full torrent gushing 
Of feelings whose delighted mood 
Was mingling joy and gratitude. 
Scarce possible it seem'd to be 
That such praise could be meant for me.-^ 
Inured to coldness and neglect. 
My spirit chill'd, my breathing check' d, 
All that can crowd and crush the mind, 
Friends even more than fate unkind. 
And fortunes stamp'd with the pale sign 
That marks and makes autumn*s decline. 
How could I stand in the sunshine, 
And maryel not that it was mine ? 
One word, if ever happiness 
In its most passionate excess 
Offer'd its wine to human lip. 
It has been mine that cup to sip. 
I may not say with what deep dread 
The words of my first song were said, 
I may not say how much delight 
Has been upon my minstrel flight. — 
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'Tis vain, and yet my heart would say 
Somewhat to those who made my way 
A path of light, with power to kill, 
To check, to crush, but not the wilL 
Thanks for the gentleness that lent 
My young lute such encouragement. 
When scorn had tum'd my heart to stone, — 
Oh, theirs be thanks and benison ! 

Back to the summer hill again, 
When first I thought upon this strain. 
And music rose upon the air, 
I look'd below, and, gathered there. 
Rode soldiers with their breast-plates glancing. 
Helmets and snow-white feathers dancing, 
And trumpets at whose martial sound 
Prouder the war horse trod the ground, 
And waved their flag with many a name 
Of battles and each battle fame. 
And as I mark'd the gallant line 
Pass through the green lane's serpentine, 
And as I saw the boughs give way 
Before the crimson pennons' play. 
To other days my fancy went, 
Call*d up the stirring tournament, 
The dark-eyed maiden who for years 
Kept the vows seal'd by parting tears, 
While he who own'd her plighted hand 
Was fighting in the Holy Land. 
The youthful knight with his gay crest, 
His ladye's scarf upon a breast 
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Whose truth was kept, come life, come death, 

Alas ! has modem love such faith ? 

I thought how in the moon-lit hour 

The minstrel hymn'd his maiden's bower, 

His helm and sword changed for the lute 

And one sweet song to urge his suit. 

Floated around me moated hall. 

And donjon keep, and frowning wall ; 

I saw the marshall'd hosts advance, 

I gazed on banner, brand, and lance ; 

The murmur of a low song came 

Bearing one only worshipp'd name ; 

And my next song, I said, should be 

A tale of gone-by chivahy. 

My task is done, the tale is told. 
The lute drops from my wearied hold ; 
Spreads no green earth, no summer sky. 
To raise fresh visions for my eye, 
The hour is dark, the winter rain 
Beats cold and harsh against the pane, 
Where, spendthrift like, the branches twine, 
Worn, knotted, of a leafless vine ; 
And the wind howls in gusts around. 
As omens were in each drear sound, — 
Omens that bear upon their breath 
Tidings of sorrow, pain, and death. 
Thus it should be, — I could not bear 
The breath of flowers, the sunny air 
Upon that ending page should be 
Which One will never, never see. 
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Yet who will love it like that one, 

Who cherish as he would have done, 

My father I albeit but in vain 

This clasping of a broken chain, 

And albeit of all vainest things 

That haunt with sad imaginings. 

None has the sting of memory; 

Yet still my spirit turns to thee, 

Despite of long and lone regret. 

Rejoicing it cannot forget. 

I would not lose the lightest thought 

With one remembrance of thine fraught, — 

And my heart said no name but thine 

Should be on this last page of mine. 

My father, though no more thine ear 
Censure or praise of mine can hear. 
It soothes me to embalm thy name 
With all my hope, my pride, my fame. 
Treasures of Fancy's fairy hall, — 
Thy name most precious far of all. 

My page is wet with bitter tears, — 
I cannot but think of those years 
When happiness and I would wait 
On summer evenings by the gate. 
And keep o'er the green fields our watch 
The first sound of thy step to catch, 
Then run for the first kiss, and word, — 
An unkind one I never heard. 
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But these are pleasant memories, 

And later years have none like these : 

They came with griefs, and pains, and cares. 

All that the heart breaks while it bears ; 

Desolate as I feel alone, 

I should not weep that thou art gone. 

Alas ! the tears that still will fall 

Are selfish in their fond recall; — 

If ever tears should win from Heaven 

A loved one, and yet be forgiven. 

Mine surely might ; I may not tell 

The agony of my farewell ! 

A single tear I had not shed, — 

'Twas the first time I mourn'd the dead ; — 

It was my heaviest loss, my worst, — 

My father ! — and was thine the first! 

Farewell ! in my heart is a spot 
Where other griefs and cares come not, 
Hallow'd by love, by memory kept. 
And deeply honour'd, deeply wept. 
My own dead father, time may bring 
Chance, change, upon his rainbow-wing. 
But never will thy name depart 
The household god of thy child's heart. 
Until thy orphan girl may share 
The grave where her best feelings are. 
Never, dear father, love can be. 
Like the dear love I had for thee 1 
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To-morrow, to-morrow, thou loveliest May, 

To-morrow will rise up thy first-born day ; 

Bride of the Summer, Child of the Spring, 

To-morrow the year will its favourite bring : 

The roses will know thee, and fling back their vest. 

While the nightingale sings him to sleep on their breast ; 

The blossoms, in welcomes, will open to meet 

On the light boughs thy breath, in the soft grass thy feet. 

To-morrow the dew will have virtue to shed 

O'er the cheek of the maiden* its loveliest red , 

To-morrow a glory will brighten the earth. 

While the spirit of beauty rejoicing has birth. 

Farewell to thee, April, a gentle farewell. 
Thou hast saved the young rose in its emerald cell ; 
Sweet nurse, thou hast mingled thy sunshine and showers 
Like kisses and tears, on thy children the flowers. 
As a hope, when fulfiU'd, to sweet memory turns. 
We shall think of thy clouds as the odorous urns, 

♦ Gathering the May- dew. 
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"Whence colour, and freshness, and fragrance were wept ; 
We shall think of thy rainbows, their promise is kept. 
There is not a cloud on the morning's blue way. 
And the daylight is breaking, the first of the May. 

And never yet hath morning light 
Lovelier vision brought to sight, 
Or lovelier driven away from dreams, 
— And lovely that which only seems ; — 
The garden, that beneath it lay. 
From flower and fountain sent the ray 
Reflected, till all round seem'd blent 
Into one sunny element. 

There in the midst rose marble halls, 
Wreathed pillars upheld the walls ; 
A fairy castle, not of those 
Made for storm and made for foes, 
But telling of a gentler time, 
A lady's rule, a summer clime. 
And all spoke joyousness, for there 
Thronged the gay, the young, the fair, — 
It was now their meeting hour, — 
They scatter'd round through grove and bower. 
Many a high-born beauty made 
Her seat beneath the chestnut shade ; 
While, like her shadow hovering near, 
Came her dark-eyed cavalier. 
Bidding the rose fade by her cheek. 
To hint of what he dared not speak. 
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And others wandered with the lute, 
In such a scene could it be mute ? 
While from its winged sweetness came 
The echo of some treasured name. 
And many a grot with laughter rung, 
As gathered there, these gay and young 
Flung airy jests like arrows round. 
That hit the mark but to rebound. 

With graceful welcome smiled on all, 
The lady of the festival 
Wander'd amid her guests; at last. 
Many a courtly greeting past. 
She stray'd into a little grove, . 
With cypress branches roofed above ; 
Beneath the path was scarcely seen, — 
Alike the walk and margent green. 
So dim it was, each precious stone 
The Countess wore a meteor shone. 
Yet on she went, for naught her heart 
In the glad revelings took part : 
Too tender and too sad to share 
In sportive mirth, in pageant glare ; 
Dearer to her was the first breath. 
When morning shakes her early wreath, 
And joys in the young smiles of day, 
Albeit they steal her pearls away : 
Dearer to her the last pale light 
That lingers on the brow of night, 
As if unwilling to be gone, 
And abdicate its lovely throne : 
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Dearer to her were these than all 
That ever shone in lighted hall. 

The young, the gay, be they allow'd 
One moment's pleasaunce in the crowd ; 
The dance, the odours, song, and bloom. 
Those soft spells of the banquet room : 
They last not, but the ear, the eye, 
Catch the check'd frown — the hidden sigh. 
Which pierce too soon the shining mask. 
And prove delight may be a task. 

Alas ! when once the heart shall learn 
To gaze on the glad scene, then turn 
To its own depths, and sadly say, — 
" Oh, what am I, and what are they ? 
Masquers but striving to deceive 
Themselves and others ; and believe 
It is enough, if none shall know 
The covered mass of care below." 
Sad lesson for the heart to bear. 
Seeing how pass the young, the fair ; 
Forgot, as if they had not been 
The spirit of the stirring scene : 
Or sadder still to watch the bands. 
With kindly looks and fast-link'd hands ; 
And know how that a word could move 
The fierce extreme of hate from love, — 
That, sweep but o'er a fleeting year. 
Of all the many gather'd here, 
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Now claiming friend's or lover's name^ 
Not one may be in aught the same. 

But not like this is Nature's face, 
Though even she must bear the trace 
Of the great curse that clings to all ; 
Her leaves, her flowers, must spring to fall : 
There hides no darker doom behind. 
Like workings in the human mind. 
And the buds yield but to make way 
For leaves or fruits upon the spray ;— 
Not thus man's pleasures, which depart 
And leave the sear'd or breaking heart. 

On fair Clemenza went, her mood 
Deepening with the deep solitude ; 
That gentle sadness which is wrought 
With more of tenderness than thought. 
When memory, like the moonlight, flings 
A softness o'er its wanderings, — 
When hope, a holiday to keep, 
Folds up its rainbow wings for sleep. 
And the heart, like a bark at rest. 
Scarce heaves within the tranquil breast, — 
When thoughts and dreams, that moment's birth. 
Take hues which are not of the earth. 

But she was waken'd from her dream 
By sudden flashing of the wave ; 

The cypress first conceal'd the stream, 
Then oped, as if a spirit gave, 
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With one touch of his radiant wand. 
Birth to a scene in fairy land. 
'Twas a small lake, the honej-bee 
Cross'd, laden, in security ; 
From it an elfin island rose, 
A green spot made for the repose 
Of the blue halcyon, when an hour 
Of storm is passing o'er its bower. 
One lonely tree upon it stood, 
A willow sweeping to the flood, 
With darkling boughs and lorn decline, 
As though even here was sorrow's sign. 
'Twas even a haunted place ; one part, 
Like that which is in every heart. 
Beyond, the gloom was laugh'd away 
By sparkling wave and dancing spray ; — 
One of those glowing spots that take 
The sunbeams prisoners, and make 
A glory of their own delight. 
Below all clear, above all bright. 
And every bank was fair ; but one 
Most shelter'd from the wind and sun 
Seem'd like a favourite : the rest 
Bared to the open sky their breast ; 
But this was resting in the shade 
By two old patriarch chestnuts made, 
Whose aged trunks peep'd grey and bare 
Spite of the clustering ivy's care, 
Which had spread over all its wreath, 
The boughs above, the ground beneath ;— 
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Oft told and true similitude 

For moralist in pensive mood, 

To mark the green leaves' glad outside, 

Then search what wither'd boughs they hide. 

And here the Countess took her seat 

Beneath the chestnut, shelter meet 

For one whose presence might beseem 

The spirit of the shade and stream ; 

As now she lean'd with upraised head. 

And white veil o'er her bosom spread. 

Hiding the gems and chains of gold 

Which too much of rank's baubles told ; 

Leaving her only with the power 

Of nature in its loveliest hour, 

When to its musing look is given 

The influence of its native heaven. 

Her cheek was pale, the hue of thought. 

Like image by the sculptor sought 

For some sweet saint, some muse on whom 

Beauty has shed all but her bloom, 

As if it would have naught declare 

The strife and stain of clay were there. 

Braided Madonna-like, the wave 

Of the black hair a lustre gave 

To the clear forehead, whose pure snow 

Was even as an angel's brow : 

While there was in her gentler eye 

The touch of human sympathy, — 

That mournful tenderness which still. 

In grief and joy, in good and ill, 
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Lingers with woman through life's void, 
Sadden*d, subdued, but not destroy'd. 

And gazed the Countess on the lake, 
Loving it for its beauty's sake ; 
Wander'd her look round, till its sight 
Became itself blent with the light ; 
Till, as it sought for rest, her eye 
Now fell upon a green mound nigh. 
With ivy hung and moss o'ergrown. 
Beside it stood a broken stone, 
And on it was a single flower. 
The orphan growth of some chance shower, 
Which brought it there, and then forgot 
All care of the frail nursling's lot, — 
A lily with its silver bells 
Perfumed like the spring's treasure-cells ; 
Yet drooping, pale, as if too late 
Mourning for their neglected state. 
It was the fittest flower to grow 
Over the conscious clay below. 
Bethought the Countess of a tale 
Connected with the lonely vale ; 
Some bard, who died before his fame ; 
Whose songs remain'd, but not his name : 
It told his tomb was by the wave. 
In life his haunt, in death his grave. 
Sadly she mused upon the fate 
That still too often must await 
The gifted hand which shall awake 
The poet's lute, and for its sake 
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All but its own sweet self resign, — 
Thou loved lute ! to be only thine. 
For what is genius, but deep feeling . 
Waken'd by passion to revealing ? 
And what is feeling, but to be 
Alive to every misery. 
While the heart too fond, too weak^ 
Lies open for the vulture's beak ? 
Alas ! for him possessed of all 
That wins and keeps a world in thrall. 
Of all that makes the soul aspire. 
Yet vow'd to a neglected lyre ; 
Who finds, the first, a golden mine. 
Sees the veins yield, the treasures shine, 
Gazes until his eye grows dim. 
Then learns that it is not for him ; 
One who, albeit his wayward mood 
Fines for and clings to solitude. 
Has too much humanness of heart 
To dwell from all his kind apart ; 
But seeks communion for the dreams 
With which his vision'd spirit teems ; 
Would fain in other cups infuse 
His own delights, and fondly woos 
The world, without that worldliness 
Which wanting, there is no success ; 
Hears his song sink unmark'd away, — 
Swanlike his soul sinks with its lay, — 
Lifts to his native heaven his eyes. 
Turns to the earth, despairs and dies ; 



202 THE GOLDEN VIOLET. 

Leaving a memory whose reward 
Might lesson many a future bard, 
Or, harder still, a song whose fame 
Has long outlived its minstreFs name. 
^* Oh, must this be ! " Clemenza said, 
" Thus perish quite the gifted dead ! 
How many a wild and touching song 
To my own native vales belong. 
Whose lyrist's name will disappear 
Like his who sleeps forgotten here ! 
Not so ; it shall be mine to give 
The praise that bids the poet live. 
There is a flower, a glorious flower. 
The very fairest of my bower, 
With shining leaf, aroma breath. 
Befitting well a victor wreath ; 
The Golden Violet shall be 
The prize of Provence minstrelsy. 
Open I 'U fling my castle hall 
To throng of harps and festival. 
Bidding the bards from wide and far 
Bring song of love or tale of war, 
And it shall be mine own to set 
The victor's crown of Violet." 

THE FIRST DAY. 

'Tis May again, another May, 
Looking as if it meant to stay ; 
So many are its thousand flowers, 
So glorious are its sunny hours, 
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So green its earth, so blue its skj, 
As made for Hope's eternity. 

By night with starlike tapers gleaming, 
And music like an odour streaming ; 
By day with portals open flung, 
While bugle note and trumpet rung ; 
Rose Isaure's towers : and gathered there, 
Again, the gifted, young and fair, 
Have at Clemenza's summons met. 
In contest for the Violet 

Her heralds had been to distant lands 
To call together the joyeuse bands. 
And they had hasten'd. England had sent 
Her harp across the blue element ; 
The Spaniard had come from the land of romance ; 
And the flower of her minstrels had gathered in France, 
From far and from near ; it was strange to see 
The bards of Erin and Italy 
Mingle together with those that came 
From the highland home they so loved to name. 

Hark to the sound of yon silver horn, 
And the sweep of the harp to the distance borne ; 
'Tis the hour of meeting, and welcome now 
To the gifted hand and the laurel'd brow. 
Young knight, think not of hawk or hound ; 
Fair maiden, fling not thy smiles around ; 
Warrior, regard not the sword at thy side ; 
Baron, relax thou thy brow of pride ; 
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Let worldly coldness and care depart, 
And yield to the spell of the minstrel's art 

'Twas a spacious hall, and around it rose 
Carved pillars as white as the snows ; 
Between, the purple tapestry swept. 
Where worked in myriad shades were kept 
Memories of many an ancient tale. 
And of many a blooming cheek now pale. 
The dome above like a glory shone. 
Or a cloud which the sunset lingers upon. 
While the tinted pane seem'd the bright resort. 
Where Iris' self held her minstrel court ; 
And beautiful was the coloured fall 
Of the floating hues round the stately hall. 

In groups around mix'd the gay throng. 
Knight, noble, lady, child of song. 
At one end was upraised a throne, 
On which the Countess sat alone ; 
Not with droop'd eye and bow'd-down head. 
And simple white veil round her spread, 
As lean'd she o'er the lonely wave, 
Dreaming of the minstrel's grave ; 
But purple robe and golden band 
Bespoke the ladye of the land ; 
Rich gems upon her arm were placed. 
And lit the zone around her waist ; 
But none were in her braided hair, 
One only Violet was there, 
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The golden flower, which won all eyes, 
Destined to be the minstrel prize. 

They pass'd around the silver urn 
Whose lot must fix the poet's turn ; 
To a young Provence bard it came, — 
He drew, and drew Clemenza's name. 
And forth at once young Vidal sprung, 
His light lute o'er his shoulder flung. 
Then paused, — for over cheek and brow. 
Like lightning, rush'd the crimson glow ; 
A low sound trembled from that lute. 
His lip turn'd pale, his voice was mute ; 
He sent a hurried glance around 
As if in search ; at last he found 
The eyes without whose light to him 
The very heaven above was dim : 
At once his hand awoke the chords. 
At once his lip pour'd tuneful words. 
And, gazing on his lady's smile. 
Bade his soft notes arise the while. 



THE BROKEN SPELL: 

THE FIBST PBOVEN^AL HINSTB£L*S LAY. 
A FAIRY TALE. 

Where on earth is the truth that may vie 
With woman's lone and long constancy ? 
Lovers there have been who have died 
For the love that they made a warrior'.** pride ; 
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And a lover once, when a world was the prize, 

Threw away his chance for a lady's eyes : 

But not his the love that changes not 

Mid the trials and griefs of an ill-starr'd lot ; 

Not like the rainbow, that shines on high 

Brighter and purer as darker the sky. 

But woman's creed of suffering bears 

All that the health and the spirit wears ; 

Absence but makes her love the more, 

For her thoughts then feed on their own sweet store ; 

And is not hers the heart alone 

That has pleasure and pride in a prize when won ? 

Her eye may grow dim, her cheek may grow pale. 

But tell they not both the same fond tale ? 

Love's lights have fled from her eye and cheek. 

To burn and die on the heart which they seek. 

Alas 1 that so often the grave should be 

The seal of woman's fidelity ! 

On the horizon is a star, 
Its earliest, loveliest one by far ; 
A blush is yet upon the sky. 
As if too beautiful to die, — 
A last gleam of the setting sun, 
Like hope when love has just begun ; 
That hour when the maiden's lute, 
And minstrel's song, and lover's suit. 
Seem as that their sweet spells had made 
This mystery of light and shade. 

That last rich sigh is on the gale • 

Which tells when summer's day is over. 



THE BROKEN SPELL. 207 

The sigh which closing flowers exhale 

After the bee, their honey lover, 
As to remind him in his flight 
Of what will be next noon's delight. 

'Tis a fair garden, — almond trees 
Throw silver gifts upon the breeze ; 
Lilies, each a white-robed bride, 
With treasures of pure gold inside, 
Like marble towers a king has made ; — 
And of its own sweet self afraid, 
A hyacinth's flower-hung stalk is stooping. 
Lovelier from its timid drooping : 
But in the midst is a rose stem, 
The wind's beloved, the garden's gem. 
No wonder that it blooms so well: 

I'hy tears have been on evisry leaf; 
And, MiRZALA, thy heart can tell 

How lasting that which feeds on grief. 

'Twas a branch of roses her lover gave, 
Amid her raven curls to wave. 
When they bade farewell, with that gentle sorrow 
Of the parting that sighs, " we meet to-morrow ;" 
Yet the maiden knows not if her tears are shed 
Over the faithless or over the dead. 
She has not seen his face since that night 
When she watch'd his shadow by pale moonlight. 
And that branch has been cherished as all that was left 
To remind her of love and hope bereft. 
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She was one summer evening laid 
Beneath the tulip tree's green shade, 
When from her favourite rose a cloud 

Floated like those at break of daj ; — 
She mark'd its silvery folds unshroud, 

And there a radiant figure lay. 
And in murmurs, soft as those 
Which sweep the sea at evening close, 
Spoke the Spirit of the Rose: — 
" MiRZAXA, thy lover sleeps 
While his mistress for him weeps. 
He is bound by magic spell, 
Of force which woman's love may quell ; 
I will guide thee to the hall 
Where thy faith may break his thrall. 
Think thou if thy heart can dare 
AJl that thou must look on there. 
Turn not thou for hope nor fear. 
Till the marble hall appear. 
There thou wilt thy lover see 
Dead to life, and love, and thee. 
Only truth so pure as thine 
Could approach the charmed shrine. 
Press thy lips to the cold stone, 
He will wake, — the spell be done! 
Hast thou courage like thy love ? 
Follow thou the snow-white dove." 

And MmzALA rose up, and there 
Was a fair dove on that rose-tree. 
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With white wings glittering on the air, 

Like foam upon a summer sea. 
She follow'd it until she stood 

By where a little boat lay moor'd 
To the green willow, from the flood 

But by a water-flag secured. 
She enter'd, and it cut the tide ; 

Odours and music fllFd the sail, 
As if a rose and lute had sigh'd 

A mingled breath upon the gale. 
It was at flrst a lovely scene : 
Leaves and branches wreathed a screen. 
Sunbeams there might wander through ; 
Glimpses of a sky of blue, 
Like the hopes that smile to cheer 
The earthliness of sorrow here ; 
And like summer queens, beside, 
Roses gazed upon the tide. 
Each one longing to caress 
Her own mirror'd loveliness. 
And the purple orchis shone 
Rich, as shines an Indian stone 
And the honeysuckle's flower 
Crimson, as a sunset hour ; 
But too soon the blooms are past, — 
When did ever beauty last ? 
And there came a dreary shade. 
Of the yew and cypress made. 
Moaning in the sullen breeze ; 
And at length not even these, 
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But rocks in wild confusion hurl'd, 
Belies of a ruin'd world. 
Wide, more wide, the river grew, 
Blacker changed its dreary hue. 
Till, oppress'd, the wearied eye 
Only gazed on sea and sky — 
Sea of death, and sky of night, 
Where a storm had been like light. 

MiRZALA was pale, yet still 

Shrank she not for dread of ill. 
She cross'd the sea, and she gain'd the shore ; 
But little it recks to number o'er 
The wearying days and the heavy fears, 
When hope could only smile through tears, 
The perils, the pains, through which she pass'd, 
Till she came to a castle's gate at lastw 

'Twas evening ; but the glorious sky. 
With its purple light and Tyrian dye. 
Was contrast strange to the drear heath 
Which bleak and desolate lay beneath. 
Trees, but leafless all, stood there. 
For the lightning flash had left them bare ; 
The grass lay wither'd, as if the wind 
Of the Siroc had mark'd its red course ; behind 
The bright clouds shone on the river's face. 
But the death-black waters had not a trace 
Of the crimson blaze that over them play*d : 
It seem'd as if a curse were laid 
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On the grass, on the river, the tree, and the flower. 

And shut them out from the sunbeam's power ; 

And with the last ray which the sunbeam threw. 

The dove flew up, and vanished too. 

And MiRZALA knew she had reached that hall 

Where her lover lay sleeping in magic thrall ; 

And she sate her down by a blasted tree. 

To watch for what her fate might be. 

£ut at midnight the gates rolled apart with a sound 

Like the groan sent forth from the yawning ground. 

On she went with scarce light to show 

That gulf and darkness were below, — 

Light like the wan blue flames that wave 

Their death-torch o'er the murderer's grave ; 

And flickering shapes-beset the^way. 

Watching in gloom to seize their prey. 

More terrible, for that the eye 

Wandered in dim uncertainty : 

But MmzALA pressed fearless on. 

Till every dreary shade was gone. 

At once bursting into day 
There a radiant garden lay. 
There were tall and stately trees 
With green boughs, in canopies 
For the rose beneath, that smiled 
Like a young and favourite child ; 
With its purple wealth the vine, 
IVDxed with silver jessamine, 
Stretch'd around from tree to tree, 
Like a royal tapestry ; 
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Sweet sounds floated on the air, 
Lutes and voices mingled there, 
And a thousand flowers blent 
Into one delicious scent ; 
Singing birds and azure skies, 
Made a spot like Paradise. 
MiRZALA paused not to lave 
Her pale forehead in the wave, 
Though each fountain was as bright 
As if form'd of dew and light. 
Paused she not for the sweet song. 
On the rich air borne along. 
Fair forms throng'd around with flowers 
Breathing of spring's earliest hours ; 
Others from their baskets roll'd 
Fruits of ruby and of gold. 
Vainly ! nothing could delay, 
Nothing win the maiden's stay. 
And the magic scene again 
Changed to a white marble fane. 
And as Mibzala drew near, 
Saw she two bright forms appear. 
The first wore gorgeous coronet, 
With topaz, pearl, and sapphire set, 
And a diamond zone embraced 
The rich robe around her waist ; 
And as conscious of her power, 
In her great and royal dower, 
With a smile that seem'd to say. 
Only gold can clear thy way. 



( 
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She her casket show'd, where shone 

Precious ore and Indian stone. 

" Oh ! if gold could win his heart, 

I would from the search depart ; 

All my offering must be 

True and spotless constancy." 

Then to the other shape she turn'd, 

Whose cheek with crimson blushes burn'd 

But to think love could be sold 

For a heartless gift of gold : 

From her lily-braided hair 

Took the spirit-bud as fair 

As if to summer suns unknown, 

Gave it the maiden, and was gone. 

Then Mirzala. stood by a portal barr'd, 
Where held the Lion King his guard ; 
But touch'd by that bud the lion grew tame, 
And the chained portals asunder came. 
It was darkness all in that magic room. 
But a sweet light stream'd from the lily's bloom. 
And Mirzala look'd on her lover's face, 
And he woke at the touch of her soft embrace 
Joy, joy for the maiden, her task is done, — 
The spell is broken, her lover is won ! 



The next who rose had that martial air. 
Such as stately warrior wont to wear ; 
Haughty his step, and sun and toil 
Had left on his cheek their darker soil, 
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And on his brovr of pride was the scar. 

The soldier's sign of glorioas war ; 

And the notes came forth like the bearing bold 

Of the knightlj deeds which their numbers told. 



THE FALCON : 

THE LAT OF THE VOUMAM KXIOET. 

I hear a sound o*er hill and plain, 

It doth not pass awaj. 
Is it the valleys that ring forth 

Their welcome to the day ? 
Or is it that the lofty woods, 

Touch'd by the mom, rejoice ? 
No, 'tis another sound than these, — 

It is the battle's voice I 
I see the martial ranks, I see 

Their banners floating there, 
And plume and spear rise meteor-like 

Upon the reddening air. 
One mark'd I most of all, — he was 

Mine own familiar friend ; 
A blessing after him was all 

My distant lip could send. 
Curse on the feeble arm that hung 

Then useless by my side ! 
I lay before my tent and watch'd 

Onwards the warriors ride. 
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De Valence he was first of all. 

Upon his foam-white steed ; 
Never knight curb'd more gallantly 

A fiery courser's speed. 
His silver armour shone like light, 

In the young morning's ray, 
And round his helm the snowy plume 

Danced like the ocean spray. 
Sudden a bird burst through the air, — 

I knew his falcon's flight ; 
He perch'd beside his master's hand,— 

Loud shouts rose at the sight. 
For many there deem*d the brave bird 

Augur'd a glorious day ; 
To my dark thoughts, his fond caress 

Seem'd a farewell to say. 
One moment and he spread his wings, 

The bird was seen no more ; 
Like the sea waves the armed ranks 

Swept onwards as before. 
The height whereon I lay look'd down 

On a thick-wooded land, 
And soon amid the forest shade 

I lost the noble band. 
The snow-white steed, the silver shield. 

Amid the foliage shone ; 
But thicker closed the heavy boughs, 

And even these were gone. 
Yet still I heard the ringing steps 

Of soldiers clad in mail, 
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And heard the stirring tmmpet send 

Defiance on the gale. 
Then rose those deadlier sounds that tell 

When foes meet hand to hand, — 
The shout, the yell, the iron dang 

Of meeting spear and brand. 
I have stood when my own life-blood 

Four'd down like winter rain ; 
But rather would I shed its last 

Than live that day again. 
Squire, page, and leech my feverish haste 

To seek me tidings sent ; 
And day was closing as I paced 

Alone beside my tent ; 
When suddenly upon my hand 

A bird sank down to rest, — 
The falcon ! — but its head was droop'd. 

And soil'd and stain'd its breast. 
A light glanced through the trees : I knew 

His courser's snowy hide, — 
But that was dash'd with blood ; one bound. 

And at my feet it died. 
I rushed towards my sword, — alas ! 

My arm hung in its sling ; 
But, as to lead my venture. 

The falcon spread its wing. 
I met its large beseeching eye 

Turn'd to mine, as in prayer ; 
I ibllow'd, such was its strange power, 

Its circuit through the air. 
It led me on, — before my path 

The tangled branches yield ; 
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It led me on till we had gain'd 

The morning's battle-field. 
The fallen confused, and numberless ! 

" O grief ! it is in vain, 
My own beloved friend, to seek 

For thee amid the slain." 
Yet paused the falcon, where heap'd dead 

Spoke thickest of the fray ; 
There, compass'd by a hostile ring, 

Its noble master lay. 
None of his band were near, around 

Were only foes overthrown ; 
It seem*d as desperate he rush'd, 

And fought, and fell alone. 
The helm, with its white plumes, was off; 

The silver shield blood-stain'd ; 
But yet within the right red hand 

The broken sword remained. 
That night I watch'd beside, and kept 

The hungry wolves away, 
And twice the falcon's beak was dipp'd 

In blood of birds of prey. 
The morning rose, another step 

With mine was on the plain ; 
A hermit, who, with pious aid. 

Sought where life might remain. 
We made De Valence there a grave, 

The spot which now he prest ; 

For shroud, he had his blood-stain'd mail, — 

Such suits the soldier best. 
A chestnut tree grew on the spot ; 

It was as if he sought, 
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From the press of surrounding foes, 

Its shelter while he foaght. 
The grave was dog, a cross was raised. 

The prayers were duly said, 
While perch'd upon a low-hung bough 

The bird moan'd overhead. 
We laid the last sod on the grave, — 

The falcon dropp'd like lead ; 
I placed it in my breast in vain, 

Its gallant life was fled. 
We bade the faithful creature share 

Its master's place of rest ; 
I took two feathers from its wing. 

They are my only crest. 
Spring leaves were green upon the trees 

What time Db Valence fell, 
Let autumn's yellow forests say 

If I avenged him well. 
And then I laid aside my sword, 

And took my lute to thee. 
And vow'd for my sworn brother's sake 

I would a wanderer be ; 
Till for a year I had proclaim'd 

In distant lands his fame, 
And taught to many a foreign court 

De Valence's brave name. 
Never was heart more kind and true, 

Never was hand more bold ; 
Never was there more loyal knight. — 

Gentles, my tale is told. 
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Stbaxge contrast to each gorgeous vest, 
His rough plaid cross'd upon his breast, 
And looking worn, and wild, and rude, 
As just from mountain solitude ; 
Though weary brow and drooping eye 
Told wanderer 'neath a distant sky. 
Heedless of all, with absent look, 
The key of his clairshach * he took ; 
But the first breath, oh ! it was sweet, 
As river gliding at your feet. 
And leaving, as it murmurs by. 
Your pleasant dream, half thought, half sigh. 



THE DREAM:t 

THE LAY OF THE SCOTTISH MINSTREI/. 

There are no sounds in the wanderer's ear. 
To breathe of the home that he holds so dear : 
Your gales pass by on the breath of the rose. 
The vines on your sunny hills repose ; 
And your river is clear as its silver tide 
Had no task save to mirror the flowers beside. 

* Clairshach is the name of a small species of harp ancientlv used 
in the Highlands. See Annot Lyle's song in the " Legend of Mont- 
rose." 

f This tale is founded on more modem tradition than that of the 
distant age to which my minstrel belongs : the vision, the prophecy, 
and ultimately the death of the youthful pair, are actual facts ; and the 
present Campbell, Esq., Laird of Glensaddaell, Anglici, Melan- 
choly Valley, is the very child whoso health and prosperity have 
realised the prediction of his birth. 
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Thou art fair, Provence, but not fair to me 
As the land which my spirit is pining to see, 
Where the pine rises darkly, the lord of the wood. 
Or stands lone in the pass, where the warrior has stood ; 
Where the torrent is rushing like youth in its might, 
And the cavern is black as the slumber of night ; 
Where the deer o'er the hills bound, as fleet and as free 
As the shaft from the bow, as the wave of the sea ; 
Where the heather is sweet as the sleep that is found 
By the hunter who makes it his bed on the ground ; 
Where the might of the chieftain goes down to his son 
In numbers as wild as the deeds that are done ; 
Where the harp has notes caught from the storm and the 

flood. 
When foemen are gathering together in blood ; 
Yet has others that whisper the maiden, of love. 
In tones that re-echo the linnet and dove ; 
Where the mountain-ash guards us from elfin and fay. 
Where the broom, spendthrift like, flings its gold-wreath 

away ; 
And the harebell shines blue in the depth of the vale. 
Oh ! dear country of mine, of thee be my tale. 

The lady awoke from the slumber of night, 
But the vision had melted away from her sight. 
She turn'd to her pillow for rest, but again 
The same vision of fear became only more plain. 

She dream'd she stood on a fair hill side, 
And there lands lay beneath in summer pride. 
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The sky was clear, and the earth was green, — 

Her heart grew light as she gazed on the scene. 

Two fair oak trees most caught her eye ; 

The one looked proudly up to the sky, 

The other bent meekly, as if to share 

The shelter its proud boughs flung on the air. 

There came no cloud on the face of day ; 

Yet even as she look'd they pass'd away, 

Unmark'd as though they had never been. 

Save a young green shoot that had sprung between. 

And while she gazed on it, she could see 

That sapling spring up to a noble tree. 

Again she woke, and again she slept. 

But the same dream still on her eyehds kept. 

The morning came at last, but its light 

Seem'd not to her as her mornings bright. 

A sadness hung on her lip and brow, 

She could not shake off, she shamed to avow. 

While the hounds that chase the stag and roe 
Were gathering in the court below. 
She walk'd with her lord, and mark'd that on him 
A somewhat of secret shadow lay dim ; 
And sought she the cause with that sweet art. 
Which is the science of woman's fond heart. 
That may not bear the loved one to brood 
Nor aught of sorrow in solitude ; 
And with gentle arm in his entwined, 
And witching cheek on his reclined. 
The source of his gloom is to her made known — 
'Tis a dream, — she starts, for she hears her own. 
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But his cares, at least, to the summons yield 

Of the baying hound and the cheerful field ; 

At the horn's glad peal, he downwards flung 

From the terraced wall, and to stirrup sprung. 

And the lady forgot her bodings too, 

As his steed dash'd aside the morning dew. 

So graceful he sate, while his flashing eye 

Seem'd proud of his gallant mastery. 

But the swell of the horn died away on the air. 

And the hunter and hounds were no longer there ; 

Then Matilda tum'd to her loneliness, 

With a cloud on her spirit she might not repress. 

She took up her pencil, unconscious she drew 

A heavy branch of the funeral yew ; 

She reach'd her lute and its song awoke. 

But the string, as she touch'd it, wail'd and broke ; 

Then turn'd she the poet's gifted leaf. 

But the tale was death, and the words were grief; 

And still, with a power she might not quell, 

The dream of the night o'er her hung like a spell. 

Day pass'd, but her lord was still away ; 

Word came he was press'd to a festal array ; — 

'Twas a moment's thought — around her was thrown 

The muffling plaid, and she hasten'd alone 

To the glen, where dwelt the awful maid 

To whom the spirits of air had said 

Unearthly words, and given a power 

O'er the wind, and the stars, and the midnight hour. 

She reach'd that glen ; not till then she took 

One moment's breath, or one moment's look. 
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When paused she in awe — 'twas so lone, so still ; 

Silence was laid on the leaf and the rill, — 

It was stillness as that of the tomb around, 

The beat of her heart was the only sound. 

On one side, bleak rocks the barrier made, 

As the first great curse were upon them laid ; 

Drear and desolate, stern and bare. 

Tempests and time had been ravaging there. 

And there gather'd darkly the lowering sky, 

As if fearing its own obscurity ; 

And spectre like, around the vale. 

Pale larches fiung their long arms on the gale. 

Till the sward of the glen sloped abruptly away, 

And a gloomy lake under the precipice lay. 

Never was life or sound in its wave, — 

An abyss like that of the depths of the grave. 

On yet she went ; till, sudden as thought. 

By her stood the seer whom she wildly sought. 

She had heard no step, seen no shadow glide. 

Yet there the prophetess was by her side. 

As the skilful in music tone their chords. 

The lady had arm'd her with soothing words ; 

But she look'd on the face that fronted her there, 

And her words and their substance melted in air. 

Pale as the corpse on its death-bed reclining ; 

And hands through whose shadow the starbeam was shining. 

As they waved from her forehead the raven cloud 

Of hair that fell to her feet like a shroud ; 

And awful eyes,' — never had earth 

To their fearful wanderings given birth 
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Their light and their haunting darkness came 

From gazing on those it is sin to name. 

She spoke, it was low, but it sank on the soul 

With deadlier force than the thunder's roll ; 

Yet her voice was sweet, as to it were left 

The all of human feeling not reft : 

"I heard the words come on the midnight wind ; 

They pass'd, but their message is left behind ; 

I watch'd the course of a falling star, 

And I heard the bode of its cry from afar ; 

I talked with the spirit of yonder lake ; 

I sorrow'd, and, lady, 'twas for thy sake. 

Part from thy face the sunny hair. 

So young, and yet death is written there. 

No one is standing beside thee now. 

Yet mine eyes can see a noble brow, 

I can see the flash of a dear dark eye. 

And a stately hunter is passing by. 

You will go to the tomb, but not alone, 

For the doom of that hunter is as your own. 

Hasten thee home, and kiss the cheek 

Of thy young fair child, nor fear to break 

The boy's sweet slumber of peace ; for not 

With his father's or thine is that orphan's lot. 

As the sapling sprang up to a stately tree^ 

He will flourish; but not, thou fond mother, for thee. 

Now away, for those who would blast thy sight 

Are gathering fast on the clouds of night ; 

Away, while yet those small clear stars shine. 

They'll grow pale at the meeting of me and mine." 
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Alas, for the weird of the wizard maid ! 
Alas, for the truth of the words which she said ! 
Ah, true for aye will those bodings be 
That tell of mortal misery ! 
I've seen my noble chieftain laid low. 
And my harp o'er his grave wail'd its song of woe ; 
And again it wail'd for the gentle bride 
Who with hastening love soon slept by his side. 
He pass'd away in the early spring, 
And she in the summer, whose sun could bring 
Warmth and life, in its genial hour. 
To all save the drooping human flower. 
I left the land, I could not stay 
Where the gallant, the lovely, had pass'd away ; 
Yet now my spirit is pining to greet 
My youthful chief in his parent's seat. 
I saw him once in a foreign land, 
With plume on head, and with spear in hand ; 
And many a lady's eye was bent 
On the stranger knight in the tournament ; 
He had his father's stately brow, 
And the falcon eye that flash'd below ; 
But when he knelt as the victor down 
(Fair was the maiden who gave the crown), 
A few low words the young warrior said, 
And his lip had his mother's smile and red. 
He is dwelling now in his native glen. 
And there my harp must waken again ; 
My last song shall be for him young, him bravei 
Then away to die at my master's grave I 
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Led by a child, whose sannj air 

A»d rosy check young Health might wear, 

Wlicn rising from the mountain wave, 

FrcHli us the stream its freshness gave ; 

Hut gentle eyes, with softness frauglit, 

As if tlieir tenderness they caught 

From ga//mg on tlie pallid brow 

Whose only light was from them now. 

Beautiful it was to see 

8uch love in early infancy. 

Fur from the aged steps she led, 

Long since the guiding light had fled ; 

And metik and sad the old man grew. 

As nearer life's dark goal he drew ; 

All solace of such weary hour 

Was that child's love, and his own power 

0'(jr music's spirit, and the store 

He treanured up of legend lore. 

She led him gently to his seat. 

And took her place beside his feet, 

Up gazing with fond fixed eye. 

Lest sigh should pass unnoticed by. 

A clear rich prelude forth he rang, 

Brighten'd his look as thus he sang ; 

The colour lit his forehead pale, 

As the master told his ancient tale. 
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THE CHILD OF THE SEA: 

THE LAY OF THE SECOND PROVENCJAL BARD. 

It was a summer evening ; and the sea 
Seem'd to rejoice in its tranquillity ; 
Rolling its gentle waters to the west, 
Till the rich crimson blush'd upon their breast, 
Uniting lovingly the wave and sky, 
Like Hope content in its delight to die. 
A young queen with her maidens sat and sung, 
While ocean thousands of sweet echoes flung. 
Delighting them to hear their voices blent 
With music from the murmuring element. 
Then cast they on the winds their radiant hair, 
Then gathered of the pink shells those most rare. 
To gem their flying curls, that each might seem 
A Nereid risen from the briny stream. 
When sudden cried the queen, " Come, gaze with me 
At what may yonder in the distance be." 
All gathered round. . A little speck was seen, 
Like a mere shadow, on the billows green. 
Nearer and nearer, more distinct it grew, 
Till came a fragile vessel full in view ; 
As if at random flung to a chance gale. 
Unchecked, unguided, flapp'd a silken sail ; 
And saw they all alone a lady there, 
Her neck and arms to the rude sea-wind bare, 
And her head bow'd as in its last despair. 
It came no nearer, on the sea it lay ; 
The wind, exhausted, had died quite away. 
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They had a fairy boat, in which 'twas sport 
Amid the inland channels to resort ; 
Their fair hands raised the sail, and plied the oar. 
And brought the lonely wanderer to their shore ; 
Then mark'd they how her scarlet mantle's fold 
Was round a young, a lovely infant roll'd. 
They brought the wearied stranger to their tent, 
Flung o'er her face cool water, gifted scent, 
And touch'd her lips with wine, though all too plain 
That death was darkening in each frozen vein : 
Eager she gazed where the queen stood beside. 
Her hands stretch'd to her own fair boy, and died. 

And thus the babe was left without a name, 
Child of the Sea, without a kindred claim : 
He never felt the want ; that gentle queen 
Nurtured his infancy, as though he had been 
The brother^of her own sweet Isabelle ; 
But as he grew she thought it need to tell 
His history, and gave the cloak whose fold 
Was heavy with rich work and broider'd gold ; 
And also gave his mother's carkanet, 
With precious stones in regal order set. 
In truth he was well worthy of her care, — 
None of the court might match his princely air ; 
And those who boasted of their bearing high, 
Quail'd at the flashing of his falcon eye. 
Young as he was, none better ruled the speed 
Or curbed the mettle of the wayward steed ; 
None better knew the hunter's gentle craft, 
None could wing from the bow a truer shaft ; 
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And noble was his courtesy and bland, 
Graceful his bearing in the saraband ; 
He knew the leatned scroll the clerk displays, 
And touched the lute to the fine poet's lays ; 
And many bright eyes would their glances fling 
On the young victor in the tilter's ring, 

Toung as he was, the seal was on his heart, 
That burning impress which may not depart 
Where it has once been set, Love's fiery seal : 
But little need I dwell on what all feel ; 
Gray, grave, cold, proud, stern, high, say, is there one 
Whom at some time Love has not breathed upon ? 
And Eglamoub turned to Isabelle, 
As to his destiny's best oracle : 
'Twas at midnight, beneath her bower, he sung 
Those gentle words with which love gifts the tongue 

THE SONG. 

Oh ! give me but my gallant steed. 
My spurs and sword to serve at need, 
The shield that has my father's crest. 
Thy colours, lady, on my breast, 
And I will forth to wild warfare, 
And win thee, or will perish there. 
I am unknown, of a lost line. 
And thou, love, art the flow'r of thine. 
I know thou art above me far. 
Yet still thou art hope's leading star; 
For love is like the breathing wind. 
That everywhere may entrance find. 
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I saw thee, sure the fairest one 
The morning light e'er look'd upon ; 
No wonder that my heart was moved, — 
'Twere marvel if I had not loved. 
Long, long held bj a spell too dear, 
Thy smile has kept thy loiterer here. 
Almost it seem'd enough for me 
Of Heaven to only gaze on thee. 
But love lights high and gallant thought, 
A rich prize must be dearly bought, 
Unworthy votary at thy shrine, 
I scorn my falchion's idle shine ; 
To-morrow I will wend away 
To dim it in the battle fray. 
Lady, farewell ! I pray thee give 
One look whereon may absence live, 
One word upon my ear to dwell, 
And then, sweet lady mine, farewelL 



Then softly open was a casement flung, 
And a fair face from out the lattice hung ; 
The trace of heavy tears was on her cheek. 
But dash*d aside, as though the heart were weak 
In tenderness, yet it sought strength to show 
An outward firmness, whatever lurk'd below. 
'Twas but a moment's struggle, and the pride 
That nerves the softness of a hero's bride 
Was on her lofty forehead, as she gave 
A sunny curl beside his plume to wave. 
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" I have another gift which you must take, 

And guard it, Eglamour, well for my sake : 

It is a charmed ring — this emerald stone 

Will be a sign, when thou art from me gone. 

Mark if it changes ; if a spot be seen 

On the now spotless ground of lighted green, 

Danger i round me ; haste thou then to me, 

Thou know'st how fearless is my trust in thee. 

There is a weight to-night upon my heart ; 

Ah ! peace for me can be but where thou art." 

She spoke no more, she felt her bosom swell, 

How could her lip find utterance for farewell ? 

He took the curl, one kiss is on it press'd. 

Then gave it to its sanctuary, his breast ; <» 

And doff'd his plumed helm, — " Dear lady, now 

Take the last offering of thy lover's vow ; 

And for thy beauty's honour, I will go 

Bareheaded to the battle, weal or woe. 

Never shall crested casque my temples grace 

Until again I look on thy sweet face." 

A shriek burst from her — it was lost in air ; 

She call'd upon his name, — he was not there. 

But leave we her, her solitude to keep. 

To pray the Virgin's pity, wail and weep 

O'er all the tender thoughts that have such power 

Upon the constant heart in absent hour ; 

And go we forth with our young knight, to see 

What high adventure for his arms may be. 

Onward he rode upon a barbed steed, 

Milk-white as is the maiden's bridal weed, 
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Champing bis silver bit. From throat to heel 

Himself was clad in Milan's shining steel ; 

The surcoat that he wore was work'd with gold ; 

And from his shoulder fell the scarlet fold 

Of a rich mantle lined with miniver, 

His mother's. once, all that he held from her, 

Save the bright chain, with pearl and ruby strung, 

Which rainbow-like outside his hauberk hung ; 

His ashen lance lay ready in its rest ; 

His shield was poised beside him, and its crest 

Was a young eaglet trying its first flight. 

The motto, "I must seek to win my right:" 

Two greyhounds ran beside ; and mortal sight 

Had never looked upon more gallant knight. 

Bareheaded so his features met the view, 

Touch'd by the tender morning's early hue ; 

And eyes like the wild merlin's when she springs 

After long prison, on her eager wings. 

Fierce in their beauty, with that flashing glance 

Which dazzles as it were a flying lance. 

Giving the sternness of a warrior's air 

To what had else seem'd face almost too fair : 

And, as in mockery of the helm, behind, 

Like plumes, his bright curls danced upon the wind ; 

Curls of that tint o'er which a sunbeam flings 

A thousand colours on their auburn rings. 

Two days he journey'd, till he reach'd a wood, 
A very dwelling-place of solitude ; 
Where the leaves grew by myriads, and the boughs 
Were fill'd with linnets, singing their sweet vows ; 
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And dreaming, lover-like, with open eye, 
He envied the gay birds that they might fly 
As with a thought from green tree to green tree, 
And wing their way with their dear loves to be. 
Even as he mused on this he heard a cry, 
A bitter shriek, for mercy pleading high. 
He rushed, and saw two combatants with one 
Whose strength seem'd in th' unequal battle done ; 
And praying, weeping, knelt a maiden near. 
Whose piercing voice it was had reach'd his ear. 
His lance flies, and one felon bites the ground, 
The other turns, and turns for a death wound. 
Their champion moved the rescued twain to greet. 
Just one embrace, and they are at his feet. 
And gazed Sir Eglamoub on their strange dress, 
But more on the fair dame's great loveliness ; 
For, saving one, to him still beauty's queen, 
A face so radiant had he never seen. 
Together, for the sun was high in June, 
They sought a shelter from the sultry noon. 
There was shade all around, but had one place 
Somewhat more softness in its gentler grace ; 
There of fair moss a pleasant couch was made. 
And a small fountain o'er the wild flowers play'd, 
A natural lute, plaining amid the grove. 
Less like the voice of sorrow than of love. 
They told their history: the maiden came 
From a far heathen land, of foreign name ; 
The Soldan's daughter, but she fled her state, 
To share a Christian lover's humbler fate : 
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That lover was from Italy, his hand 

Had o'er a cunning art a strange command ; 

For he had curious colours, that could give 

The human face so like, it seem'd to live. 

He had cross'd over land and over sea 

To gaze on the fair Saracen ; and she, 

When seen, was like the visions that were brought 

In unreal beauty on his sleeping thought. 

And Love is like the lightning in its might, 

Winging where least bethought its fiery flight, 

Melting the blade, despite the scabbard*s guard. 

Love, passionate Love, hast thou not thy reward. 

Despite of all the soil and stain that clings 

When earth thou touchest with thy heavenly wings, 

In rich returu'd affection, which doth make 

Light of all suffering, for its own dear sake ? 

Together they had fled by sea and land. 

And the youth led her to Italia's strand. 

Where he had a lone home in Arno's vale — 

A fit nest for his lovely nightingale — 

Till stopp'd by those fierce outlaws, who had paid 

Their life's base forfeit to the victor's blade. 

Mused Eglamour, in silence, on the art 
Which even to absence pleasure could impart ; 
Ever before the eyes the one loved face, 
Aiding the memory with its present grace. 
Beautiful art, in pity surely sent 
To soothe the banish'd lover's discontent ! 
Then pray'd they too his history and name, 
Wherefore and whence their gallant champion came ? 
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And told he of his vow, and of the maid 
For whose sake each high venture was essayed 
With earnest tone the painter said his way 
Beside the palace of the princess lay ; 
And pray'd of his deliverer that he might 
Bear off his likeness to his lady's sight. 
And soon saw Eglamour, with glad surprise, 
The colours darken, and the features rise. 
He gazed within the fountain, and the view 
Was not more than the tablet's likeness true. 
At length they parted, as those part, in pain, 
Who rather wish than hope to meet again. 

'Twas night, but night which the imperial moon. 
Regal in her full beauty, tum'd to noon. 
But still the noon of midnight ; though the ray 
Was clear and bright, it was not that of day ; 
When Eglamour came to a gate : 'twas roU'd 
On its vast hinges back ; his eyes behold — 

** ^t fxiio tannti W It^^ ^ut liof^t. 

Needed no more, honour might be to win. 
Eager our gallant spurr'd his courser in.' 
A noble park it was : the sweep of green 
Seem'd like a sea touch'd with the silver sheen 
Of moonlight, with the floating isles of shade 
Lithe coppices of shrubs sweet-scented made; 
'Twas dotted with small pools, upon whose breast 
The radiance seem'd to have a favourite rest, 
So bright each crystal surface shone ; and, round, 
Lines of tall stately trees flung on the ground 
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Huge mass of shade, while others stood alone, 

As if too mighty for companions grown. 

And yielded Eglamour to the delight 

Which ever must be bom of such a night. 

When, starting from his dream, he saw stand near, 

Bright as the lake they drank from, the white deer. 

Instant the leash was from his greyhounds flung — 

They would not to the chase, but backwards hung ; 

To cheer them on he wound his bugle-horn ; 

And, ere the sound was in the distance borne 

Away to silence, rang another strain, 

And furious spurr'd a steed across the plain. 

Huge like its giant rider. As he pass'd, 

His shadow fell, as if a storm had cast 

A sudden night around ; grasp'd his right hand 

A spear, to which our youth's was but a wand ; 

Black as his shadow on the darken'd field 

Was horse and armour ; and his gloomy shield 

Was as a cloud passing before the stars. 

Eglamoub set his lance ; scarcely it jars 

The mail'd rings of the hauberk : down he bent 

In time to shun the one his foeman sent ; 

Wasting its strength it reach'd the lake beside, 

And like a fallen tree dash'd in the tide. 

Their swords are out like lightning ; one whose stroke 

Is as the bolt that fells the forest oak. 

The other with light arm and ready wound. 

At length the black knight's steed rolls on the ground ; 

He rises like a tower. One desperate blow. 

And the blood wells from Eglamoub's fair brow ; 
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His shield is dash'd in pieces : but just then, 

Ere the recover'd blow was aim'd again, 

He stakes his life upon a sudden thrust, 

And his fierce foe is levell'd in the dust. 

Gazed he in wonder on each giant limb. 

Yet scarce he deem*d victory was won by him. 

He went on bended knee : " Now, virgin queen. 

Who ha«t my succour in this danger been. 

Mother of God, these fair white deer shall be 

Offer'd to-morrow at thy sanctuary." 

He sat down by a fountain near, and tame 

These gentle hinds now at his beckon came ; 

He lean'd on the soft grassy bed and slept. 

And when he waked found they their watch had kept. 

Then sprang he on his steed. The sun was high. 

Morning's last blush was fading from the sky 

0*er a fair city ; there with pious will 

He turn'd, his vow'd thanksgiving to fulfil. 

He enter'd victor ; and around him drew 

The multitude, who could not sate their view, 

Gazing upon him who the black knight slew, 

And yet so young, so fair. Though somewhat now 

His cheek had lost its customed summer glow. 

With paleness from his wound, yet was not one 

Could say his peer they e'er had look'd upon. 

He found a stately church, and, bending there, 

His spoil devoted, — pray'd his lover prayer ; 

When, rising from his knee, he saw a train 

With cross and chaunt enter the holy fane. 

Led by a man, though aged, of stately air, 

With purple robe, though head and feet were bare. 
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He ask'd the cause, and he was told, the king 
Thus sought some mercy on his suffering ; 
For that he had, in causeless jealousy, 
Exposed his wife and child to the rude sea. 
Hope thrill'd the bosom of our ocean knight, 
Anxious he stay'd and watch'd the sacred rite ; 
He saw the old man kneel before the shrine 
Where was the image of the Maid Divine. 
He pray*d to her that Heaven, now reconciled, 
"Would pardon his great fault, and give his child 
Back to his arms. With that the stranger set 
Full in his view the cloak and carkauet. 
One moment gazed the King upon his face ; 
The next, and they are lock'd in fast embrace, 
While from their mutual eyes the warm tears run : 
The Virgin Mother hath restored his son. 
Hasty thanksgivings, anxious words were said ; 
Joy for the living, sorrow for the dead. 
Mingled together. Oh ! for those sweet ties 
By which blood links affection's sympathies ; 
Out on the heartless creed which nulls the claim 
Upon the heart of kindred, birth, and name. 
Together seek they now the regal hall. 
So long unknown to aught of festival ; 
One fiird with mourning, as now fill'd with joy, 
While thousands gather round the princely boy. 

Open'd the king his treasury and gave 
His bounty forth free as the boundless wave ; 
Feasting was spread, the dance, the masque, the song, 
Whatever might to revelry belong : 
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Seem'd the young prince as if he had a chavm, 
Love to take prisoner, envy to disarm. 
Yet e*en while floating thus on fortune's tide, 
While each delight the past delight outvied, 
Never omitted he at twilight hour. 
When sleep and dew fall on the painted flower. 
There for the night like bosom friends to dwell. 
To kiss the ring of his sweet Isabelle. 
He told his father, whose consent had seal'd 
The gentle secret, half in fear reveal'd. 
True love is timid, as it knew its worth, 
And that such happiness is scarce for earth. 
Waited he only for the princely band 
With which he was to seek his foster-land, 
When gazing on his treasured ring one night. 
He saw clouds gather on the emerald's light. 
Like lightning he has flung him on the steed, 
His hasty spur then urged to fiery speed. 
But leave we him to press his anxious way. 
His band to follow with what haste they may ; 
And turn to the lorn princess who had kept, 
With all a woman's truth, the faith she wept 
Rather than spoke at parting. It was One 
Whose love another faith had bade her shun, — 
Ah ! shame and sign of this our mortal state. 
That ever gentle love can turn to hate, — 
Had caused her all this misery. He brought 
A charge that she with arts unholy wrought : 
For he had seen his rival's picture press'd 
To its soft home andtiltar on her breast ; 
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And hitherto unknown in that far land 
Was the sweet cunning of the limner's hand. 

It was a fearful charge, all hope was vain. 
And she must die the fire's red death of pain. 
Unless that she could find some gentle knight 
Who would do battle for a maiden's right, 
And win : but her accuser never yet, 
In field or tournej, had an equal met. 

The fatal day is come, the pile is raised, 
As eager for its victim fierce it blazed. 
They led her forth : her brow and neck were bare, 
Save for the silken veil of unbound hair ; 
So beautiful, few were there who could brook 
To cast on her sweet face a second look. 
There stood she, even as a statue stands, 
With head droop'd downward, and with clasped hands; 
Such small white hands that match'd her ivory feet, 
How may they bear that scorching fire to meet ! 
On her pale cheek there lay a tear, but one 
Cold as the icicle of carved stone. 
Despair weeps not. Her lip moved as in prayer 
Unconsciously ; as if prayers had been there, 
And they moved now from custom. Triumphing, 
Sir Amice rode around the weeping ring : 
Once, twice, the trumpet challenges : all fear 
To meet th' accuser's never-erring spear. 
Her lips grow ghastly pale, closes her eye, 
It cannot meet its last of agony. 
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But, hark ! there comes a distant rushing sound, 
The crowd gives way before a courser's bound. 
She turns her face ; her scarce raised eyes behold 
The unhelm'd head shine with its curls of gold. 
Sir Amice knew his rival. What ! so slight, 
So young, would he dare cope with him in fight ? 
Their blades flash out, but only one is red ; 
Rolls on the ground the traitor's felon head. 
The dust around with his life-blood is dyed, 
And Eglamour darts to his maiden's side. 
Her lip is red, her eyes with tears are dim, 
But she is safe, and she is saved by him. 

My tale is told. May minstrel words express 
The light at noon, or young love's happiness ? 
Enow, I trow, of that sweet dream can tell 
Without my aiding. Gentles, fare ye well. 



Wild and pale was the strange brow 
Of the bard advancing now ; 
Eyeballs with such wandering light. 
Like the meteors of the night, 
As if they that fearful look 
From their own dark mountains took. 
Where the evils ones are found — 
Gloomy haunt, and cursed ground : 
Sank his voice to mutter'd breath, 
The tale of sorrow, sin, and death. 
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THE RING : 

THE QEBHAJT MINNESINGER'S TALE. 

Both were young, and both were fair : 
She with her shower of golden hair 
Falling like flowers, and her bright blue eye 
Like the sparkling wave the oar dashes by; 
And he with lip and brow as fine 
As the statues his country has made divine. 

And the pair at the holy altar are kneeling, 
While the priest that bond of love is sealing, 
When pleasures and sorrows are blent in one, 
And heaven blesses what earth has done. 
They love, they are loved, that youth and maid. 
Yet over them hangs a nameless shade ; 
They are contrasts each : the broider'd gold 
And red gems shine on his mantle's fold ; 
While the young bride's simple russet dress, 
Though well it suits with her loveliness. 
Is not a bridal robe fit for the bride 
Of one so begirt with pomp and pride : 
And on his brow and on his cheek 
Are signs that of wildest passion speak, 
Of one whose fiery will is his law ; 
And his beauty, it strikes on the heart with awe : 
And the maiden, hers is no smile to brook 
In meekness the storm of an angry look ; 
For her forehead is proud, and her eyes' deep blue 
Hath at times a spirit flashing through. 
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That speaks of feelings too fierce to dwell 
In, woman, thy heart's sweet citadel. 

He placed on the golden nuptial band ; 
But the ring hath cut the maiden's hand, 
And the blood dripp'd red on the altar stone, — 
Never that stain from the floor hath gone. 
Away he flung, with a curse, that ring. 
And replaced it with one more glittering ; 
And Agatha smiled, as pleased to bear 
Gems that a queen might be joyed to wear. 
The priest urged that ring had been bless'd in vain, — 
And the Count and the Maiden left the fane. 

Change and time take together their flight, 
Agatha wanders alone by night. 
Has change so soon over passion pass'd. 
So soon has the veil from love been cast ? 
The day at the chase, and the night at the wine, 
Vivaldi has left his young bride to pine. 
To pine if she would : but not hers the eye 
To droop in its weeping, the lip but to sigh ; 
There is rage in that eye, on that lip there is pride. 
As it scorn'd the sorrow its scorn could not hide. 

Oh ! frail are the many links that are 
In the chain of affection's tender care. 
And light at first : but, alas ! few know 
How much watching is ask'd to keep them so. 
The will that yields, and the winning smile 
That soothes till anger forgets the while ; 
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Words whose music never jet caught 

The discord of one angry thought ; 

And all those nameless cares that prove 

Their heaviest labour work of love. 

Ay, these are spells to keep the heart. 

When passion's thousand dreams depart : 

But none of this sweet witchcraft came 

To fan the young Count's waning flame. 

Passionate as his own wild skies. 

Rank and wealth seemed light sacrifice 

To his German maiden's lowly state; 

Chose he as chooses the wood-dove his mate : 

But when his paradise was won. 

It was not what his fancy had fed upon. 

Alas ! when angry words begin 
Their entrance on the lip to win ; 
When sullen eye and flushing cheek 
Say more than bitterest tone could speak ; 
And look and word, than Are or steel, 
Give wounds more deep, — time cannot heal ; 
And anger digs, with tauntings vain, 
A gulf it may not pass again. 

Her lord is gone to some hunter's rite, 
Where the red wine-cup passes night ; 
What now hath Agatha at home ? 
And she has left it lone to roam. 

But evil thoughts are on her, now 
Sweeps the dark shadow o'er her brow. 
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What doth she forth at such an hour, 
When hath the fallen fiend his power ? 

On through the black-pine forest she pass'd : 
Drearily moaned around her the blast ; 
Hot and heavy the thick boughs grew, 
Till even with pain her breath she drew ; 
Flickered the moonlight over her path. 
As the clouds had gathered together in wrath ; 
Like the vague hopes whose false lures give birth 
To one half the miseries haunting our earth. 
Maiden, ah ! where is thy way address'd ? 
Where is the red cross that hung on thy breast. 
Safety and solace in danger and fear? 
Both are around thee, — why is it not near ? 
Enter not thou yon cursed dell. 
Thy rash step has enter'd. Lost maiden, farewell ! 

Closed the huge and shapeless crags around. 
There was not of life a sight or sound ; 
The earth was parched, the trees were sear'd. 
And blasted every branch appear'd ; 
At one end yawned a gloomy cave. 
Black, as its mouth were that of the grave ; 
And dark, as if the waters of death 
Were in its depths, rose a well beneath. 
But the deadliest sight of that deadly place 
Was to gaze on the human wanderer's face : 
Pale it was, as if fell despair 
Had written its worst of lessons there ; 
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The features set like funeral stone, 

All of good or kind from their meaning gone ; 

And the look of defiance to heaven cast, 

As if feeling such look must be the last. 

Down she knelt by the well, to say 

What never prayer may wash away- 

It was not a sound that pass'd along, 

Nor aught that might to our earth belong. 

And her words at once in their terror died» 

For the spirit she call'd on stood by her wde ; 

Not one of those fearful shapes that teem 

On the midnight fears of the maniac's dream. 

But better she could have brook'd to gaze 

On the loathliest semblance the grave displays. 

Than to meet that brow, whose beauty and power 

Had somewhat yet of their earlier hour, 

Deeper the present contrast to show ; 

But pride still struggled in vain with woe. 

And in the wild light of the fiery eye 

Was written hell's immortality. 

He spoke : — " Now the vow of thy faith resign. 

And in life or in death Vivaldi is thine. 

Seal with thy blood." She bared her arm, 

And the life-stream fiow'd for the godless charm. 

One single drop on her ring was shed. 

And the diamond shone as the ruby red. 

" Sealed mine own, now this be the sign ^ 

That in life or in death Vivaldi is thine." 



^ 



Farewell, AUemagne, farewell to thy strand. 
They are bound to another, a southern land. 
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As yet she is not to be own'd as his bride, 

For feared Vivaldi his kinsmen's pride ; 

But safely their anchor at Venice is cast, 

And the que^n of the ocean is reached at last. 

Long had Agatha wished to see 

The sunny vineyards of Italy. 

Little was here of what she had dream'd : 

Funeral-like the gondolas seem'd 5 

While the dark waters, parting beneath the oar. 

Were too like those she had seen before ; 

And the Count, with his stern and haughty brow, 

Seem'd the shadow of one ever present now. 

Dreary it is the path to trace, 
Step by step of sin's wild race. 
Pass we on to a lovely night. 
Shone the sea with silver moonlight ; 
Who would ever dream, but such time 
Must be sacred from human crime ? 
I see two silent figures glide 
Moodily by the radiant tide ; 
I see one fall, — in Agatha's breast 
Vivaldi's dagger hath found a nest : 
I hear a heavy plunge, the flood, 
Oh ! 'tis crimson with human blood ; 
I see a meteor shining fair. 
It is the sweep of golden hair ; 
Float the waters from the shore, 
The waves roll on, I see no more. 

Long years have pass'd, — Vivaldi's name 

Is foremost in the lists of fame. 
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Are there, then, spirits that may steep 
Conscience in such a charmed sleep ? 
No ; haggard eye and forehead pale 
Tell sadly of a different tale ; 
And some said, not his wealth nor power 
Could bribe them share his midnight hour. 

'Tis mom, and shout and trumpet's call 
Proclaim that it is festival ; 
The Doge Vivaldi weds to-day 
The bride that owns his city's sway ; 
Banner and barge float o'er that bride, — 
The peerless Adriatic tide. 

The galleys paused, — the ring he took. 
Why starts the Doge with such wild look ? 
He bends again, his heart-streams creep; 
A pale hand beckons from the deep ; 
All marvel that he doth not fling 
To the sea-bride the marriage ring. 
He heard the murmur ; none then scann'd, 
Save his own eye, the spectral hand ! 
He drops the ring, then bends again 
To snatch it from that hand in vain. 
He follows what he could not save, 
One false step sinks him in the wave ! 
All rush the victim to restore, 
But never eye beheld him more. 

'Twas strange, for there they found the ring. 
Some said it was fit gift to bring, 
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And lay upon the Virgin's shrine, 
Of human vanity a sign. 
And there, as if by miracle, 
One drop of blood beneath it fell ; 
And, pale as twilight's earliest dew. 
Lost the bright ring its ruby hue. 
There still may curious eye behold 
The relic. But my tale is told. 



" Now welcome, fair Marguerite, to thee. 
Fair flower of Provence minstrelsy." 
Came a lovely lady in place. 
Like the twilight star in her pensive grace. 
White daisies were wreathed in the dark-brown shade 
Of her tresses, parted in simple braid : 
Her long eyelash was the shadow of night, 
And the eye beneath was the morning bright ; 
For its colour was that of the diamond dew 
Which hath caught from the glancing light its hue : 
Her cheek was pale, for its blush soon pass'd, — 
Loveliest tints are not those which last ; 
Then again it redden'd, again was gone, 
Like a rainbow, and rose in uniscm : 
Her smile was sad^ as if nature meant 
Those lips to live in their own content ; 
But Fate pass*d o'er them her stern decree. 
And taught them what suffering and sorrow might 

be: 
And sang she in sweet but mournful tone. 
As her heart had the misery it painted known. 
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THE QUEEN OF CYPRUS. 

THE FEOVBNOAL LADY'S LAY. 

A summer isle, whicli seem'd to be 

A very favourite with the sea, 

With blue waves but as guardians set, 

Wearing them like a coronet ; 

Once sacred to the smile-zoned Queen, 

Whose reign upon the heart hath been, 

And is so still. What need hath she 

Of shrine to her divinity ? 

Each fair face is her visible shrine ; 

She hath been, she will be divine. 

But, rose-lipp*d Venus, thy sweet power 

Was unowned in thy myrtle bower, 

Thy marble temple was no more. 

Thy worship gone from thine own shore, 

What time my tale begins : yet still 

Hadst thou left music in the rill. 

As ift had heard thy footstep fall, 

And from that time grew musical ; 

Scent on the flower, as if thy hair 

Had lost its ^wn rich odour there ; — 

All, the green earth, the sunny clime, 

Were relics of thy lovely time. 

Fair Cyprus ! dream-like 'twas to land 
Where myrtle groves stretch'd from thy strand, 
And paid the freshness of the wave 
With fragrance which they sighing gave* 
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But sunshine seen, but sunshine felt, 
You reach'd the palace where she dwelt ; 
Cyprus's maiden queen, whose reign 
Seem'd ancient days restored again, 
When it was only beauty's smile 
Claim'd fealty of Cttherea's isle. 
'Mid fair dames of her court a star, 
The loveliest of the group by far, 
Irene stood. "Was it in pride 
Her regal gems were laid aside, 
As if she scorn'd them all, content 
To be her own best ornament ? 

The terrace where they stood look'd down 
On gathered crowds of her fair town ; 
'T was a gay scene : on the one side 
Gardens and groves stretched far and wide 
In gay confusion, — flower and tree 
Cover'd the green earth to the sea, 
One arm of which begirt the walls 
Where rose Irene's marble halls. 
Upon the terrace, with a band 
Of the isle's loveliest at her hand, 
Was the young queen. 'Twas as again 
The Goddess claimed her ancient reign, — 
So fair she was. At first you thought 
'Twas some divinity, that brought 
Her beauty from her native skies ; 
You met once more those soft dark eyes, 
You felt that though to them were given 
The colour and the light of heaven. 
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Yet were they mortal, — their deep blue 
Was soften'd by a shadowy hue 
Of melancholy, such as earth 
Will fling upon her fairest birth, — 
Woman's foreknowledge of the woe 
That waits upon her path below. 

Is it some festival to-day. 
That hither comes the proud array, 
Which gathers round the gazing crowd. 
And rings the air with plaudits loud ? 
Sweep seven bold galleys to the land, 
Spring from their decks a warrior band, 
Dance their white plumes before the breeze 
Like summer foam on summer seas, — 
Flashes the lance like meteor light. 
Hauberk and helm are gleaming bright, — 
And spreads the banner its rich fold. 
Where shines on purple work'd in gold 
A Hon, which a maiden's hand 
Holds by a silken rein's command. 
Well may'st thou bend, fair queen, thy brow 
To the brave warriors' greeting now ; 
Well have they fought for thee and thine, 
Sweet flower of thy royal line ; 
And well may they catch thy sweet eye, 
And swear beneath its rule to die. 
Yet, young Irene, on thy side 
Is not all triumph's panting pride ; 
For, like clouds on a troubled sky, 
Bed and white shades alternate fly 
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Over thy face, — now like the stone 

Colour hath never breathed upon, — 

Now crimson'd with a sudden flush, 

As if thy heart had dyed thy blush. 

The rebel Prince is passing near, — 

Thy bearing droops in sudden fear ; 

He passes, and thine eye is dim 

"With anxious gazing after him. 

And tears are darkening its blue, 

Shining on the long lash like dew. 

Beautiful weakness! oh, if weak, 

That woman's heart should tinge her cheek ! 

*Tis sad to change it for the strength 

That heart and cheek must know at length. 

Many a word of sneer and scorn 

Must in their harshness have been borne ; 

Many a gentle feeling dead, 

And all youth's sweet confiding fled. 

Ere learn'd that task of shame and pride 

The tear to check, the blush to hide. 

'T is midnight, and a starry shower 
Weeps its bright tears o'er leaf and flower ; 
Sweet, silent, beautiful, the night 
Sufficing for her own delight. 
But other lights than sky and star 
From yonder casements gleam afar ; 
There odorous lamps of argentine 
Shed that sweet ray, half shade, half shine, 
Soft as it were but beauty's smile 
That lit her favourite bower the while. 
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Back from each open lattice flew 
The curtains, like swoU'n waves of blue, 
Star-dropt with silver broidery rare ; 
And everj motion seem'd to bear 
A message from the grove beneath, — 
Each message was a rose's breath. 
A thousand flowers were round the room. 
All with their gifts of scent and bloom ; 
And at the far end of the hall, 
Like music, came a lulling fall 
Of waters ; at the midnight time 
Play'd from the fount a liquid chime. 
As 'twere the honey-dews of sleep 
'Lighting, each lid in rest to steep. 
Leant on a silken couch, which caught 
The air with fragrant rose-breath fraught, 
Lay the young Queen. As if oppress'd 
With its rich weight, her purple vest 
Was doff 'd, as if with it were laid 
Aside cares, pomp, and vain parade ; 
While, like a cloud in the moonlight. 
Floated her graceful robe of white. 
Just stirred enough the scented air 
To lift the sunny wreaths of hair, 
And bear the tresses from the ground, 
Which the attendant maids unbound. 
A cheerful meeting wont to be 
That evening hour's tranquilUty. 
There with the young, the frank, the gay, 
Irene would be glad as they, — 
Blithe prisoner 'scaping form and state. 
Her nature warring with her fate. 
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Glad^ but yet tender, gentle, meek, 
Her fairy hand was all too weak 
For regal sceptre ; never meant 
To rule more than the music sent 
From a light lute, whose gentle tone 
Was as an echo to her own. 

But bent and sadden'd is her gaze, 
Her heart is gone to other days ; 
When summer buds around her hair 
Were all the crown she had to wear, 
And they were twined by him who now 
Grasp'd fierce at that upon her brow — 
Her playmate and her early friend ; 
And thus can young affection end ! 
And thus can proud ambition part 
The kindliest ties around the heart! 
And like the desert springs that dry 
To dust beneath the parching sky, 
All too soon waste the sweet revealing 
Of youth's fresh flow of generous feeling. 

Mom came, but with it tidings came. 
Half timid joy, half crimson shame. 
Oh I the rose is a tell-tale flower, 
And watching looks were on the hour. 
On the red blush, the drooping eye. 
The Queen wore as the Prince pass'd by. 
Policy read the thoughts within, 
Ending where love could but begin. 
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Why might not Tancbed share her seat ? 
They lead the rebel to her feet. 
Sage counsellor and noble peer 
Spared maiden blush and maiden fear. 
Yielding, yet tremulous the while, 
Her sole reply one downcast smile ; 
While order 'd they the moon that night 
Should rise upon the nuptial rite. 
HI might the youthful maiden brook 
To fix on his her timid look. 
She only felt his lip had press'd 
Her white hand, and hope told the rest. 
Companion of her infancy. 
Less than her friend how could he be ? 
She did not mark the haughty glare 
Which even now his look could wear ; 
The lip of pride as if disdain'd 
The fond heart which yet his remain'd ; 
As scorn'd the empire of the land 
That must be shared with woman's hand. 

The moon upon the bridal shone. 
Treachery, — Prince Tancred — he is gone ! 
Confusion marr'd the fair array ; 
An armed band are on their way, 
The rebel banner is display 'd, 
And thus is trusting faith repaid. 
Irene flung her marriage veil 
Aside, her cheek was deadly pale. 
But, save that, nothing might declare 
That love or grief was struggling there. 
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Wondering they gazed on their young Queen, 

So firm her step, so proud her mien. 

Promptly the city was prepared, 

Summon'd to arms the royal guard 

"Were bade their strength and bearing shew 

To awe, but not attack the foe 

Till further orders. Last of all 

She call'd her council to the hall. 

She enter'd ; it was strange to see 

How soon such utter change could be. 

Pale as if lip and cheek had grown 

Sudden to monumental stone ; 

So fix'd that, but the lighted eye 

Shew'd it had yet to close and die, 

It was like the last sleep of death. 

When hue, warmth, light, have pass'd with breath. 

Hurriedly had been thrown aside 

The silver robes that deck'd the bride ; 

A night-black garb around her swept : 

Drear contrast ! for her hair yet kept 

Amid its wealth of sunny curls 

The bridal snowy braid of pearls. 

She paused not, though her breath seem'd given 

But as the last to waft to heaven. 

And on the vacant throne laid down 

The dove-topp'd wand of rule and crown. 

From many never pass'd away 

That sweet voice to their dying day. 

" My hand is all too weak to bear 
A sceptre which the sword must share. 
VOL. I. s 
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To mj bold kinsman I resign 
All sway and sovereignty of mine ; 
Bear him the sceptre of the land^ 
No longer fetter'd by that hand." 
Rose the red blush, her accents fell. 
Scarce might they hear her low farewell. 

When, as she tum'd to leave the hall, 
Rose kindly murmurs of recal ; 
The crown was hers, and many a brand 
Now waited only her command. 
One word, one look, on them she cast. 
" Your Queen's request, her first, her last. 

Silence as deep as in the grave. 
To the new king his homage gave; 
Arose no shout to greet his name. 
To him no word of welcome came, 
But pass'd he solemnly and sad 
To palace halls no longer glad. 
Nought was there or of shout or song. 
That bear young monarch's praise along ; 
Many there were that bent the knee. 
But many bent it silently. 



They led him to a stately room. 
Yet with somewhat of nameless gloom ; 
Flowers were there, but wither'd all ; 
Music, but with a dying fall ; 
Maidens, but each with veiled face, 
Tangbed gazed round, he knew the place ; 
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'Twas here his interview had been 
With her its young and radiant queen. 
There was her couch ; was she there yet ? 
He started back : the brow was set 
In its last mould ; that marble cheek, 
Fair as if death were loth to break 
Its spell of beauty ; the fixed lid, 
As if the daylight were forbid 
To brighten the blue orbs that kept 
Their azure even while they slept 
All other sleeps, save this dark one,— 
And this the work that he had done. 

And she was gone, the faithful, — fair, 
In her first moment of life's care ; 
Gone in her bloom, as if the earth 
Felt pity for its loveliest birth. 
And took her like the gentle flower 
That falls before the earliest shower ; 
With heart too tender, and too weak,— 
What had such heart to do but break ? 



Sudden and harsh the harp-strings rung. 
As rough the hand now o'er them flung ; 
Loud as a warning, omen-like, drear. 
Sank the deep tones on each listener's ear, — 
'Twas a Palmer, that seem'd from the Holy Land, 
That now sway'd the harp with his stern right hand; 
Kone around could discover his name, 
Nor tell whence that pilgrim minstrel came. 
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THE PILGRIM'S TALK 

I have gone east, I have gone west. 

To seek for what I cannot find ; 
A heart at peace with its own thoughts, 

A quiet and contented mind. 
I have sought high, I have sought low, 

Alike mj search has been in vain ; 
The same lip mix'd the smile and sigh, 

The same hour mingled joj and pain. 
And first I sought 'mid sceptred kings ; 

Power was, so peace might be, with them : 
They cast a look of weariness 

Upon the care-lined diadem. 
I ask'd the soldier ; and he spoke 

Of a dear quiet home afar, 
And whisper'd of the vanity. 

The ruin, and the wrong of war. 
I saw the merchant 'mid his wealth ; 

Peace surely would with plenty be : 
But no ! his thoughts were all abroad 

With their frail ventures on the sea. 
I heard a lute's soft music float 

In summer sweetness on the air ; 
But the poet's brow was worn and wan, — 

I saw peace was not written there. 
And then I number'd o'er the ills. 

That wait upon our mortal scene ; 
No marvel peace was not with them, 

The marvel were if it had been^ 



THE pilgrim's TALE. 261 

First, cliildhood comes with all to learn, 

And even more than all, to bear 
Restraint, reproof, and punishment, 

And pleasures seen but not to share* 
Touth, like the Scriptures' madman, next, 

Scattering around the burning coal ; 
With hastj deeds and misused gifts^ 

That leave their ashes on the souL 
Then manhood, wearied, wasted, worn. 

With hopes destroy'd and feelings dead ; 
And worldly caution, worldly wants, 

Coldness and carelessness instead. 
Then age, at last, dark, sullen, drear. 

The breaking of a worn-out wave ; 
Letting us know that life has been 

But the rough passage to the grave. 
Thus we go on ; hopes change to fears 

Like fairy gold that turns to clay, 
And pleasure darkens into pain, 

And time is measured by decay. 
First, our fresh feelings are our wealth, — 

They pass, and leave a void behind ; 
Then comes ambition with its wars, 

That stir but to pollute the mind. 
We loathe the present, and we dread 

To think on what to come may be ; 
We look back on the past, and trace 

A thousand wrecks, a troubled sea. 
I have been over many lands, 

And each and all I found the same ; 
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Hope in its borrow'd plumes, and care 

Madden'd and mask'd in pleasure's name. 
I have no tale of knightly deed : 

Why should I tell of guilt and death. 
Of plains deep dyed in human blood, 

Of fame which lies in mortal breath. 
I have no tale of lady love, 

Begun and ended in a sigh, 
The wilful folly nursed in smiles, 

Though bom in bitterness to die. 
I have a tale from Eastern lands, 

The same shall be my song to^lay ; 
It tells of vanity of life, — 

Apply its lesson as ye may. 



THE EASTERN KING : 

THB FILOBIM'S TALB. * 

He flung back the chaplet, he threw down the wine, 
" Young Monarch, what sorrow or care can be thine ? 
There are gems in thy palace, each one like a star 
That shines in the bosom of twilight afar ; 
Thy goblets are mantling in purple and light. 
The maidens around thee like morning are bright. 
Ten kingdoms bow down at the sound of thy name. 
The lands of far countries have heard of thy fame, 

* In one, I think, of Dr. Mayor's beantifhl essays (read years ago 
with delight), mention is made of an Eastern Monarch who, after 
years of power, pride, and pleasnre, left it to be recorded in his 
archives, that in all those years he had known bat fourteen days of 
happiness. 
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The wealth of the earth, and the spoils of the seas, 
Are thine; O young Monarch, what ail'st thou, with 
these?" 

" Fm weary, Fm weary, O pleasure is pain 
When its spell has been broken again and again. 
I am weary of smiles that are bought and are sold, 
I am weary of beauty whose fetters are gold, 
I am weary of wealth — what makes it of me 
But that which the basest and lowest might be ? 
I have drain'd the red wine-cup, and what found I there? 
A beginning of madness, no ending of care I 
I am weary of each, I am weary of all. 
Listless my revel, and lonely my hall. 
Breathe not the song, for its sweetness has flown ; 
Fling not these flowers at the foot of my throne ; 
Veil, maidens, veil your warm cheeks of the rose, 
Te are slaves of my sceptre, I reck not of those !" 

The Monarch rose up with the reddening of mom, 
He rose to the music of trumpet and horn ; 
His banner is spread to the sun and the wind. 
In thousands the plain by his warriors is lined. 
The foot ranks go first, their bows in their hand. 
In multitudes gathering like waves on the strand ; 
Behind ride his horsemen, as onwards they come, 
Each proud steed is covering his bridle with foam. 
In the midst is the King : there is pride on his brow. 
As he looks on the myriads that follow him now. 
His eye and his sabre are flashing alike, 
Woe, woe for the warrior that dares him to strike ! 
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Thousands and thousands are strewn on the ground, 

Ahmed comes back a conqueror, but what hath he found? 

The cry of the orphan is loud on his ear, 

And his eje hath beheld the young bride's bitter tear. 

And the friend of his youth is left dead on the plain. 

And the flower of his nobles return not again. 

There are crowds that are filling the air with his name ; 

Do ye manrel the monarch is loathing his fame ? 

Again to the sunshine the banners are spread ; 
Again rings the earth with the warrior's tread ; 
And loud on the wings of the morning are borne 
The voice of the trumpet, the blast of the horn ; 
And eager to gaze on the royal array. 
The people in crowds gather forth on its way. 
Who would deem they were gazing on death and on doom. 
That yon purple and gold strew'd the way to the tomb ? 
The canopy glitters ; oh, vainest deceit ! 
There the king's robe of state is his cold winding-sheet. 
And he, at whose beck waited life — waited death. 
He hath not command on a poor moment's breath, 
A whole people trembled when that he but frown'd, 
And his smile was the summer of nations around. 
Now who is there watches for smile or for frown ? 
For the head of another is girt with his crown ; 
And he lieth a heap of powerless clay. 
Where the meanest earth-worm at his pleasure may prey. 

They bore the monarch on to his tomb,' 
Black marble suiting such dwelling of gloom : 
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But on it was graven a lesson sublime — - 
A voice from the grave appealing to time ; 
Were not voice- from the living or dead alike 
On the heart in its foolish pride to strike. 

** Millions bow'd down at the foot of my throne ; 
The strength of the north and the south were my own ; 
I had treasures pour*d forth like the waves of the sea ; 
Success seem'd the slave of my sceptre to be ; 
And pleasures in crowds at my least bidding came, — 
Every wish that the will in its wildness could frame: 
And yet amid all that fell to my share, 
How much was weariness, how much was care I 
I numbered years of pain and distress, 
And but fourteen days of happiness. 
Mortal ! nor pleasure, nor wealth, nor power, 
Are more than the toys of a passing hour ; 
Earth's flowers bear the foul taint of earth ; 
Lassitude, sorrow, are theirs by their birth. 
One only pleasure will last, to fulfil. 
With some shadow of good, the Holy One's wilL 
The only steadfast hope to us given 
Is the one which looks in its trust to heaven.** 



There was silence around th« stately hall, 
For that song laid the spell of its darkness o'er all; 
Some thought of their hopes now low in the tomb ; 
Others of hopes that were but in their bloom. 
And trembled to think how frail, if how fair, 
Earth's pleasures in beauty and being are ; 
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Others had thoughts thej feared to name, 

As that pilgrim could read each heart in its shame : 

But word or sign gave he to none. 

And awaj like a shadow in silence hath gone. 

Bose the Countess, and left her throne, 

Signal it was that the meeting was done, 

And spoke her summons, and graceful led 

To where the sumptuous board was spread. 

Evening came, and found its hours 
Vow'd to music, mirth, and flowers. 
Wide ten gorgeous halls were flung, 
Each with purple tapestry hung ; 
With wreaths, whose roses were as bright 
As in the first morning light ; 
Mirrors like the glassj plain, 
Where the beauty beam'd again ; 
Pictures whose Italian grace 
Show'd inspiration's finest tracer 
To whose winged moods were given 
Moment's visionings of heaven ; 
And, more than altogether fair. 
Beauty's living soul was there. 

Follow'd by those who pleasaunce took 
In converse light and curious look. 
The Countess led where leaf and flower 
Made one small hall an Eastern bower. 
The blush acacia seem'd to keep 
Watch o'er the rose's purple sleep ; 
And tulips, like the wine-cups stored 
Bound a monarch's festal board ; 
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And the roof aboye, as art 

Vied with nature's loveliest part, 

Was so curioaslj inlaid^ 

That there another garden plaj'd. 

No lamps amid the foliage hung, 

But silver smiles the moonbeams flung ; 

And radiance from each distant room 

Lighted the flowers' and ladies' bloom. 

A harp was there. The haunt was one 

Where, many a summer noon, alone, 

Glemenza lent time music's wings ; 

And, dreaming o'er the mournful strings, 

Learn'd other lessons than those taught 

By pride, and wealth, and worldly thought. 

Said the band round that it were shame, 

Such hour should pass unhymn'd away ; 
And many a fair lip smiled its claim, 

As echo sweet to minstrel lay. 
Fray'd they the Countess that her hand 
Should flrst assume the harp's command. 
She paused, -p-then said that she would wake 
One for that nameless poet's sake ;— 
One song snatch'd from oblivion's wave, 
lake the lone lily on his grave. 

SONG. 

My heart is like the failing hearth 

Now by my side. 
One by one its bursts of flame 

Have burnt and died. 
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There are none to watch the sinking blaze, 

And none to care, 
Or if it kindle into strength, 

Or waste in air. 
My fate is as yon faded wreath 

Of summer flowers ; 
They've spent their store of fragrant health 

On sunny hours, 
Which reck'd them not, which heeded not 

When they were dead : 
Other flowers, unwarn*d by them. 

Will spring instead. 
And my own heart is as the lute 

I now am waking ; 
Wound to too fine and high a pitch, 

They both are breaking. 
And of their song what memory 

Will stay behind ? 
An echo, like a passing thought. 

Upon the wind. 
Silence, forgetfulness, and rust. 

Lute, are for thee: 
And such my lot ; neglect, the grave, 

These are for me. 



" Now take the harp, Eulalia minis. 
For thy sad song ; " and at the sign 
Came forth a maiden. She was fair 
And young ; yet thus can spring-time wear 
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The traces of far other hour 

Than should be on such gentle flower. 

Her eyes were downcast, as to keep 

Their secret, for they shamed to weep ; 

Her cheek was pale, but that was lost, 

So often the bright blushes cross'd ; 

And seem*d her mouth so sweet the while, 

As if its nature were to smile ; 

Her very birthright hope, — but earth 

Keeps not the promise of its birth. 

*Twas whisper'd, that young maiden's breast 

Had harbour'd wild and dangerous guest ; 

Love had been there, — in that is said 

All that of doom the heart can dread. 

Oh ! bom of Beauty in those isles 

Which far *mid Grecian seas arise, 
They call'd thy mother queen of smiles, 

But, Love, they only gave thee sighs. 
She woke the harp : at first her touch 

Seem'd as it sought some lighter strain ; 
But the heart breathes itself, and such 

As suffer deep seek mirth in vain. 

SONG. 

Farewell, farewell. Til dream no more, 

*Tis misery to be dreaming ; 
Farewell, farewell, and I will be 

At least like thee in seeming. 
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I will go forth to the green vale, 

Where the sweet wild flowers are dwelling, 
Where the leaves and the birds together sing, 

And the woodland fount is welling. 
Not there, not there, too much of bloom 

Has spring flung o'er each blossom ; 
The tranquil place too much contrasts 

The unrest of my bosom. 
I will go to the lighted halls, 

Where midnight passes fleetest ; 
Oh ! memory there too much recals 

Of saddest and of sweetest, 
m turn me to the gifted page 

Where the bard his soul is flinging ; 
Too well it echoes mine own heart, 

Breaking e'en while singing. 
I must have rest ; oh ! heart of mine. 

When wilt thou lose thy sorrow ? 
Never, till in the quiet grave ; 

Would I slept there to-morrow ! 



Rosebud mouth, sunny brow. 
Wore she who, fairy-like, sprung now 
Beside the harp. Careless she hung 
Over the chords ; her bright air flung 
A sunshine round her. Light laugh'd she, 
** All too sad are your songs for me ; 
Let me try if the strings will breathe 
For minstrel of the aspen wreath." 
Lightly the answering prelude fell, 
Thus sang the Lady Isabelle. 
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SONG. 

Where do purple bubbles swim 

But upon the goblet's brim ? 

Drink not deep, howe'er it glow, 

Sparkles never lie below. 

Beautiful the light that flows 

From the rich leaves of the rose ; 

Keep it, — then ask, where hath fled 

Summer's gift of morning red ? 

Earth's fair are her fleeting things ; 

Heaven, too, lends her angel's wings. 

What can charms to pleasure give. 

Such as being fugitive ? 

Thus with love : oh ! never try 

Further than a blush or sigh ; 

Blush gone with the clouds that share it^ 

Sigh pass'd with the winds that bear it. 



But met she then young VroAL's eye, 
His half sad, half reproachful sigh : 
His IsABELLB ! and could she be 
Votaress of inconstancy ? 
As if repentant of her words, 
Blushing she bent her o'er the chords ; 
With fainter tones the harp then rung. 
As thus^ with bow'd down head, she sung* 
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SONG. 

I have belied my woman's heart 
In my false song's deceiving words ; 

How could I say love would depart 

As pass the light songs of spring birds ? 

Vain, vain love would be 

Froth upon a summer sea. 

No, love was made to soothe and share 
The ills that wait our mortal birth ; 

No, love was made to teach us where 
One trace of Eden haunts our earth. 

Born amid the hours of spring, 

Soothing autumn's perishing. 

Timid as the tale of woe, 

Tender as the wood dove's sigh. 

Lovely as the flowers below, 
Changeless as the stars on high, 

Made all chance and change to prove, 
And this is a woman's love. 



" Well changed, fair lady," laughing said 

A girl beside, whose chesnut hair 
Was wreathed with the wild vine-leaves spread. 

As if that phe some wood nymph were ; 
And darker were her brow and cheek, 

And richer in their crimson break. 
Than those of the fair ring beside. 
In sooth, LoLOTTE had often tried 
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The influence of the wind and sun, 

That loved the cheek they dwelt upon 

Too well, to leave it without trace 

They had known such sweet dwelling-place. 

And her bright eyes seem'd as they had won 

The radiance which the summer sun 

Brought to her valleys lone and wild, 

Where she had dwelt. And now half child. 

Half woman, in the gay excess 

Of aU youth's morning happiness. 

She came to the Lady of Isaure's towers. 

As fresh and as. sweet as the forest bowers 

Where the gladness had pass'd of her earliest hours. 

" Now hearken thee. Lady Isabelle, 

See if aright I read thy spell. 

And the rule of thy charmed sway, to keep 

Watch over Love's enchanted sleep." 

SONG. 

Where, oh I where's the chain to fling. 
One that will bind Cupid's wing, — 
One that will have longer power 
Than the April sun or shower ? 
Form it not of Eastern gold. 
All too weighty it to hold ; 
Form it neither all of bloom, — 
Never does Love find a tomb 
Sudden, soon, as when he meets 
Death amid unchanging sweets : 

VOL. L T 
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But if you would fling a chain. 
And not fling it all in vain, 
Like a fairy form a spell 
Of all that is changeable, 
Take the purple tints that deck, 
Meteor-like, the peacock's neck ; 
Take the many hues that play 
On the rainbow's colour'd way ; 
Never let a hope appear 
Without its companion fear ; 
Only smile to sigh, and then 
Change into a smile again ; 
Be to-day as sad, as pale. 
As minstrel with his lovelom tale ; 
But to-morrow gay as all 
life had been one festival. 
If a woman would secure 
All that makes her reign endure. 
And, alas ! her reign must be 
Ever most in phantasy. 
Never let an envious eye 
Gaze upon the heart too nigh ; 
Never let the veil be thrown 
Quite aside, as all were known ' 
Of delight and tenderness. 
In the spirit's last recess ; 
And, one spell all spells above, 
Never let her own her love* 
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But from the harp a darker song 
Is sweeping like the winds along 
The night gale, at that dreamy hour 
When spirit and when storm have power ; 
Yet sadly sweet : and can this be, 
Amekaide, the wreck of thee ? 
Mind, dangerous and glorious gift. 
Too much thy native heaven has left 
Its nature in thee, for thy light 

To be content with earthly home : 
It hath another, and its sight 

Will too much to that other roam, — 
And heavenly light and earthly clay 
But ill bear with alternate sway ; — 
Till jarring elements create 

The evil which they sought to shun, 
And deeper feel their mortal state. 

In struggling for a higher one. 
There is no rest for the proud mind ; 
Conscious of its high powers confined, 
Yain dreams 'mid its best hopes arise ; 
It is itself its sacrifice. 
Ah ! sad it is, to see the deck 
Dismasted, of some noble wreck; 
And sad to see the marble stone 
Defaced, and with grey moss o'ergrown ; 
And sad to see the broken lute 
For ever to its miisic mute ! 
But what is lute, or fallen tower. 
Or ship Sunk in its proudest hoary 
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To awe and mystery combined 

In their worst shape — the ruiu'd mind ? 

To her was trusted that fine power 

Which rules the bard's enthusiast hour ; 

The human heart gave up its keys 

To her, who ruled its sympathies 

In song, whose influence was brought 

From what first in herself had wrought 

Too passionate ; her least emotion 

Swept like the whirlwind o'er the ocean. 

Kind, tender, but too sensitive. 

None seem'd her equal love to bear ; 
Afiection's ties small joys could give, 

Tried but by what she hoped they were. 
Too much on all her feelings threw 
The colouring of their own hue ; 
Too much her ardent spirit dream'd 
Things would be such as she had deem'd. 
She trusted love, albeit her heart 

Was ill made for love's happiness ; 
She ask'd too much, another's part 

Was cold beside her own excess. 
She sought for praise ; her share of fame, 
It went beyond her wildest claim : 
But ill could her proud spirit bear 
All that befals the laurel's share ;-^ 
Oh, well they gave the laurel tree 
A minstrel's coronal to be ! 
Immortal as its changeless hue, 
The deadly poison circles through, 
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Its venom makes its life ; ah ! still 
Earth's lasting growth are those of ill ; — 
And mined was the foundatioii-stone, 
The spirit's regal shrine o'erthrown. 
Aimless and dark, the wandering mind 
Yet had a beauty left behind ; 
A touch, a tone, a shade, the more 
To tell of what had pass'd before. 
She woke the harp, and backward flung 
The cloud of hair, that pall-like hung 
O'er her pale brow and radiant eyes, 
Wild as the light of midnight skies, 
When the red meteor rides the cloud. 
Telling the storm has burst its shroud : 
A passionate hue was on her cheek ; 
Untranquil colours, such as break 
With crimson light the northern sky ; 
Yet on her wan lip seem'd to lie 
A faint sweet smile, as if not jet 
It could its early charm forget. 
She sang, oh ! well the heart might own 
The magic of so dear a tone. 

SONG. 

I know my heart is as a grave 

Where the cypress watch is keeping 

Over hopes and over thoughts 
In their dark silence sleeping. 

Yet not the less know I that heart 

Was a goal whence proud steedfl started, 
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Though now it be a ruin'd shrine 

Whose glory is departed. 
For mj spirit hath left her earthly home 

And found a nobler dwelling, 
Where the music of light is that of life. 

And the starry harps are swelling. 
Yet ever at the midnight hour 

That spirit within me bumeth. 
And joy comes back on his fairy wings. 

And glory to me retumeth. 

But a shade pass'd over the maiden's face ; 
Some darker image her thoughts retrace ; 
And so sadly the tones from the harp -strings swept, 
'Twas as for very pity they wept. 

A faded flower, a broken gem, 

Are emblems mine : 
The flower hath lost its loveliness 

With its sunshine ; 
The ruby stone no more is set 

On lady's brow. 
Its beauty of unsullied light 

Is wanting now. 
Like me, no thought of former worth 

From doom will save ; 
They will be flung to earth and air, 

I to the grave. 

The lorn one with her song has pass'd, 
'Twas meet such song should be the last. 
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Now, gentle Sleep! thy honey wing, 
And roses, with thy poppies bring. 
Sweet and soft be thy rest to-night ; 
That at the call of Morning's light, 
May crimson cheeks and radiant eje$f 
Lovely as her own, arise. 



THE SECOND DAY. 

Sweet Spirit of delicious Song, 
To whom, as of true right, belong 
The myriad music notes that swell 
From the poet's breathing shell ; 
We name thy name, and the heart springs 
Up to the lip, as if with wings, 
As if thy very mention brought 
Snatches of inspired thought. 

Is it war ? At once are borne 
Words like notes of martial horn. 
Is it love? Comes some sweet tale 
Like that of the nightingale* 
Is it Nature's lovely face ? 
Rise lines touch'd with her own grace. 
Is it some bright garden scene ? 
There, too, hath the minstrel been, 
Linking words of charmed power 
With the green leaf and the flower. 
Is it woman's loveliness ? 
He hath revell'd to excess, 
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Caught all spells that can beguile 
In dark eye or rosy smile. 
Is it deed that hath its claim 
Upon earth's most holy fame. 
Or those kindly feelings sent 
But for hearth and home content ? 
Lofty thought, or counsel sage, 
Seek them in the poet's page ; 
Laurel, laud, and love belong 
To thee, thou Spirit sweet of Song. 

Not in courtly hall to-day 
Meets the lady's congress gay. 
Tis a bright and summer sky, — 
They will bear it company ; 
Odours float upon the gale, 
Comrades suiting minstrel tale ; 
Flowers are spreading, — carpet meet 
For the beauty's fairy feet. 
Shame to stay in marble hall 
Thus from Nature's festivaL 

The garden had one fair resort, 
As if devised for minstrel court : 
An amphitheatre of trees 
Shut from soft cheeks the ruder breeze ; 
While all around the chestnuts made. 
With closing boughs, a pleasant shade. 
Where, if a sunbeam wander'd through, 
'Twas like tlie silver fall of dew ; 
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The middle was an open space 

Of softest grass, and those small flowers, 

Daisies, whose rose-touch'd leaves retrace 
The gold and blush of morning's hours. 

To-day the Countess had for throne 
An ancient trunk with moss o'ergrown ; 
And at her feet, as if from air 
A purple cloud had fallen there, 
Grew thousand violets, whose sighs 
Breathed forth an Eastern sacrifice; 
And, like a canopy, o'er head 
A Provence rose luxuriant spread, 
And its white flowers, pale and meek, 
Seem'd sisters to the lady's cheek. 

And ranged in a graceful order round, 
A fairy court upon fairy ground, 
Group'd the bright band; and, like a tent. 
Leaves and bloom over all were blent, 
Flinging bright colours, but changing fast, 
As ever the varying sunbeams pass'd; 
And in the midst grew a myrtle tree. 
There was the minstrel's place to be, 
And its buds were delicate, frail, and fair. 
As the hopes and joys of his own heart are. 

Dark was the brow, and the bearing proud, 
Of the bard who first stept forth from the crowd ; 
A small cloak down from his shoulder hui|g, 
And a light guitar o'er his arm was slung, 
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Many a lady's casement had known 
The moonlight spell of its magic tone : 
But the fire of youth from his cheek had pass'd. 
And its hopes and its dreams had faded as fast; 
The romance of his earlier time was oyer. 
The warrior had half forgotten the lover; 
And the light grew dark in his radiant eyes, 
As he told his tale of high emprize. 



THE YOUNG AVENGEB: 

THB SPANISH MmSTBEL's TALE. 

The warrior's strength is bow'd by age, the warrior's step is slow, 
And the beard upon his breast is white as is the winter snow ; 
Yet his eye shines bright, as if not yet its last of fame were won ; 
Six sons stand ready in their arms to do as he has done* 

" Now take your way, ye Labas bold, and to the battle ride ; 
For loud upon the Christian air are vaunts of Moorish pride : 
Your six white steeds stand at the gate; go forth, and let me see 
Who will return the first and bring a Moslem head to me." 

Forth they went, six gallant knights, all mail'd from head to heel ; 
Is it not death to him who first their fiery strength shall feel ? 
They spurr'd their steeds, and on they dash'd, as sweeps the 

midnight wind ; 
While their youngest brother stood and wept that he must stay 

behind. 
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^* Come here, mj child ! " the father said, '* and wherefore dost 

thou weep ? 
The time will come when from the fray nought shall my 

favourite keep ; 
When thou wilt be the first of all amid the hostile spears.** 
The boy shook back his raven hair, and laugh'd amid his tears. 

The sun went down, but lance nor shield reflected back his light; 
The moon rose up, but not a sound broke on the rest of night. 
The old man watch'd impatiently, till with mom o'er the plain 
There came a sound of horses' feet, there came a martial train. 

But gleam'd not back the sunbeam glad from plume or helm of 

gold, 
No, it shone upon the crimson vest) the turban's emerald fold. 
A Moorish herald ; six pale heads hung at his saddlebow, 
Gash'd, changed, yet well the father knew the lines of each fair 

brow. 

** Oh ! did they fall by numbers, or did they basely yield?" 

" Not so ; beneath the same bold hand thy children press'd the 

field. 
They died as Noubseddin would wish all foes of his should die ; 
SmaU honour does the conquest boast when won from those 

who fly. 

** And thus he saith, * This was the sword that swept down thy 

brave band. 
Find thou one who can draw it forth in all thy Christian land.' 
If from a youth such sorrowing and scathe thou hast endured, 
Dread thou to wait for vengeance till his summers are matured." 
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The aged chieftain took the sword, in vain his hand essaj'd 
To draw it from its scabbard forth, or poise the heavy blade ; 
He flung it to his only child, now sadly standing by. 
** Now weep, for here is cause for tears; alas! mine own are dry.** 

Then answered proud the noble boy, "My tears last morning came 
For weakness of my own right hand ; to shed them now were 

shame: 
I will not do my brothers' names such deep and deadly wrong ; 
Brave were they unto death, success can but to Grod belong.** 

And years have fled, that boy has sprung unto a goodly height. 
And fleet of foot and stout of arm in his old father's light ; 
Yet breathed he never wish to take in glorious strife his part. 
And shame and grief his backwardness was to that father's heart. 

Cold, silent, stern, he let time pass, until he rush'd one day. 
Where mourning o'er his waste of youth the weary chieftain hij ; 
Unarm'd he was, but in his grasp he bore a heavy brand, 
" My father, I can wield his sword ; now, knighthood at thine 
hand! 

" For years no hour of quiet sleep upon my eyelids came. 
For NouRREDDiN had poison'd all my slumber with his fame. 
I have waited for my vengeance ; but now, alive or dead, 
I swear to thee by my brothers' graves that thou shalt have his 
head." 

It was a glorious sight to see, when those two warriors met, 
The one dark as a thunder-cloud, in strength and manhood set ; 
The other young and beautiful, with lithe and graceful form. 
But terrible as is the flash that rushes through the storm. 
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And eye to eye, and hand to hand, in deadly strife they stood, 
And smoked the ground whereon they fought, hot with their 

mingled blood ; 
Till droop'd the valiant Infidel, fainter his blows and few. 
While fiercer from the combat still the youthful Christian grew. 

NoTTRREDDiN falls ; his sever'd head, it is young Lara's prize : 
But dizzily the field of death floats in the victor's eyes. 
His cheek is as his foeman's pale, his white lips gasp for breath : 
Ay, this was all he asked of Heaven, the victory and death. 

He raised him on his arm, ^^ My page, come thou and do my will ; 
Canst thou not see a turban'd band upon yon distant hill ? 
Now strip me of my armour, boy, by yonder river's side. 
Place firm this head upon my breast, and fling me on the tide." 

That river wash'd his natal halls, its waters bore him on, 
Till the moonlight on the hero in his father's presence shone. 
The old chief to the body drew, his gallant boy was dead. 
But his vow of vengeance had been kept, he bore Nottrreddin's 
head. 



'Twas sad to gaze on the wan brow 
Of him who now awoke the lute. 

As one last song life must allow. 

Then would those tuneful lips be mute. 

His cheek was worn, what was the care 

Had writ such early lesson there ? 

Was it Love, blighted in its hour 

Of earliest and truest power 
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B7 worldly chills which ever fling 

Their check and damp on young Love's wing ; 

Or unrequited, while the heart 

Could not from its fond worship part? 

Or was it but the wasting woe 

Which every human path must know ; 

Or hopes, like birds, sent forth in vain. 

And seeking not their ark again ; 

Friends in their very love unjust^ 

Or faithless to our utmost trust ; 

Or fortune's gifts, to win so hard ; 

Or fame, that is its own reward 

Or has no other, and is worn 

Mid envy, falsehood, hate, and scorn ? 

All these ills had that young bard known. 
And they had laid his funeral stone. 
Slowly and sad the numbers pass'd. 
As thus the minstrel sung his last. 



THE ROSE: 

THB ITALIAN MINSTBEL's TALB. 

The Count GtONfaxi held a feast that night. 
And colour'd lamps sent forth their odorous light 
Over gold carvings and the purple fall 
Of tapestry ; and around each stately hall 
Were statues, pale and finely shaped and fair, 
As if all beauty save her life were there ; 
And, like light clouds floating around each room. 
The censers roU'd their volumes of perfume ; 
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And scented waters mingled with the breath 
Of flowers, which died as if they joy'd in death ; 
And the white vases, white as mountain snow, 
Look'd yet more delicate in the rich glow 
Of summer blossoms hanging o'er each side. 
Like sunset reddening o'er a silver tide. 
There was the tulip, with its rainbow globe ; 
And, like the broidery on a silken robe 
Made for the beaut3r's festal midnight hours, 
The sparkling jessamine shook its silver showers ; 
Like timid hopes the lily shrank from sight : 
The rose leant as it languish'd with delight, 
Yet, bride-like, drooping in its crimson shame ; 
And the anemone, whose cheek of flame 
Is golden, as it were the flower the sun 
Li his noon hour most loved to look upon. 

At first the pillar'd halls were still and lone, 
As if some fairy palace all unknown 
To mortal eye or step. This was not long ; 
Waken'd the lutes, and swell'd a burst of song. 
And the vast mirrors glitter'd with the crowd 
Of changing shapes. The young, the fair, the proud. 
Came thronging in ; and the gay cavalier 
Took some fair flower from the fairest near. 
And gave it to the dark-eyed beauty's hand, 
To mark his partner for the saraband ; 
And graceful steps pass'd on, whose tender tread 
Was as the rose-leaf in the autumn shed ; 
And witching words, raising on the young cheek 
Blushes that had no need of words to speak. 
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Many were lovely there ; but, of that many, 

Was one who shone the loveliest of any, 

The young Olympia. On her face the dyes 

Were yet warm with the dance's exercise, 

The laugh upon her full red lip yet hung, 

And, arrow-like, flash'd light words from her tongue. 

She had more loveliness than beauty : hers 

Was that enchantment which the heart confers ; 

A mouth sweet from its smiles, a glancing eye, 

Which had o'er all expression mastery ; 

Laughing its orb, but the long dark lash made 

Somewhat of sadness with its twilight shade. 

And suiting well the upcast look which seem'd 

At times as it of melancholy dream'd ; 

Her cheek was as a rainbow, it so changed. 

As each emotion o'er its surface ranged ; 

And every word had its companion blush. 

But evanescent as the crimson flush 

That tints the daybreak ; and her step was light 

As the gale passing o'er the leaves at night; 

In truth those snow feet were too like the wind, 

Too slight to leave a single trace behind. 

She lean'd against a pillar, and one hand 

Smooth'd back the curls that had escaped the band 

Of wreathed red roses, — soft and fitting chain 

In bondage such bright prisoners to retain. 

The other was from the white marble known 

But by the clasping of its emerald zone : 

And lighted up her brow, and flash'd her eye, 

As many that were wandering careless by 
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Canght but a sound, and paused to hear what more 

Her lip might utter of its honey store. 

She had that sparkling wit which is like lights 

Making all things touch'd with its radiance bright ; 

And a sweet voice whose words would chain all round. 

Although they had no other charm than sound. 

And many named her name, and each with praise ; 

Some with her passionate beauty fill'd their gaze, 

Some mark'd her graceful step^ and others spoke 

Of the so many hearts that own'd the yoke 

Of her bewildering smile ; meantime, her own 

Seem'd as that it no other love had known 

Than its sweet loves of nature, music, song, 

Which as by right to woman's world belong, 

And make it lovely for Love's dwelling-place. 

Alas, that he should leave his fiery trace I 

But this bright creature's brow seem'd all too fair, 

Too gay, for Love to be a dweller there ; 

For Love brings sorrow : yet you might descry 

A trouble flashing in that brilliant eye, 

A troubled colour on that varying cheek, 

A hurry in the tremulous lip to speak 

Avoidance of sad topics, as to shun 

Somewhat the spirit dared not rest upon ; 

An unquiet feverishness, a change of place, 

A pretty pettishness, if on her face 

A look dwelt as in scrutiny to seek 

What hidden meanings firom its change might break. 

One gazed with silent homage, one who caught 
Her every breath, and blush, and look, and thought ; 
VOL. I. u 
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One whose step miDgled not with the gaj crowd 

That circled round her as of right allow'd, 

But one who stood aloof with that lone pride 

Which ever to deep passion is allied. 

Half scorning, yet half envying the gay ring 

That gathered round with gentle blandishing, 

He stood aloof ; and cold and stem and high, 

Look'd as he mock'd at their idolatry : 

Yet long'd his knee to bend before the shrine 

Of the sweet image his heart own'd divine ; 

While, half in anger that she had not known 

What even to himself he would not own. 

He knew not how a woman's heart will keep 

The mystery of itself, and like the deep 

Will shine beneath the sunbeam, flash and flow 

O'er the rich bark that perishes below. 

She felt he gazed upon her, and her cheek 

Wore added beauty in its crimson break ; 

And softer smiles were on her lip, like those 

The summer moonlight sheds upon the rose ; 

And her eye sparkled, like the wine-cup's brim, 

Mantling in light, though it turn'd not to him. 

Again the dancers gathered ; from them one 

Took gaily her fair hand, and they are gone. 

Leoni foUow'd not, yet as they pass'd 

How could Olympia's light step be the last ? 

Yet pass'd she quickly by him, and the haste 

From her wreathed hair one fragrant rose displaced. 

Leoni saw it fall ; he is alone. 

And he may make the fairy gift his own. 
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He took the flower, and to his lip 'twas press'd. 
One moment, and 'tis safe within his breast ; 
But while he linger'd dreaming o'er its bloom, 
Olympia's step again is in the room 
With the young Cavalier, who urged her way. 
And said her rose beside the column lay, 
For there he miss'd it, and some flattering word 
FiU'd up the whisper which he only heard. 
Leoni flung it down in carelessness, 
As he had mark'd them not, and held it less 
From knowledge of his act than vacant thought, 
While the mind on some other subject wrought. 
In haste he left them both, but he could hear 
The pleading of the gallant Cavalier 
For that rose as a gift. He might not tell 
What answer from the maiden's lip then fell, 
But when they met again he mark'd her hair 
Where it had wreathed, — the rosebud was not there. 
They pass'd and repass'd : he, cold, silently, 
As was his wont ; but she, with flashing eye. 
And blush lit up to crimson, seem'd to wear 
More than accustom'd gladness in her air. 
Ah I the heart overacts its part; its mirth. 
Like light, will all too often take its birth 
Mid darkness and decay ; those smiles that press, 
Like the gay crowd round, are not happiness ; 
For peace broods quiet on her dove-like wings. 
And this false gaiety a radiance flings, 
Dazzling but hiding not ; and some who dwelt 
Upon her meteor beauty, sadness felt ; 
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Its very brilliance spoke the fever d breast ; 
Thus glitter not the waters when at rest. 

The scene is changed, the maiden is alone 
To brood upon Hope's temple overthrown ; 
The hue has left her lip, the light her eye, 
And she has flung her down as if to die. 
Back from her forehead was the rich hair swept) 
Which yet its festal braid of roses kept. 
She was in solitude : the silent room 
Was in the summer's sweet and shadowy gloom ; 
The sole light from the oratory came, 
Where a small lamp set forth its scented flame 
Beneath the Virgin's picture ; but the wind 
Stole from the casement, for the jasmine twined. 
With its luxuriant boughs, too quickly grew. 
To let the few dim star-beams wander through. 
In her hand was a rose ; she held the flower 
As if her eye were spell-bound by its power. 
It was spell-bound ; coldly that flower repress'd 
Sweet hopes,-^ ay, hopes, albeit unconfess'd. 
Check'd, vainly check'd, the bitter grief recurs— 
That rose flung down because that rose was hers ! 
And at the thought paleness in blushes fled, 
Had he, then, read her heart, and scorn'd when read ? 
Oh ! better perish, than endure that thought. 
She started from her couch ; when her eye caught 
The Virgin's picture. Seem'd it that she took 
Part in her votary's suffering ; the look 
Spoke mild reproof, touch'd with grave tenderness, 
Pitying her grief, yet blaming her excess. 
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Olympia tum'd away, she might not bear 

To meet such holy brow, such placid air, 

At least not yet ; for she must teach her breast 

A lesson of submission, if not rest, 

And still each throbbing pulse^ ere she might kneel 

And pray for peace she had not sought to feeL 

She sought the casement, lured by the soft light 
Of the young moon, now rising on the night. 
The cool breeze kiss'd her, and a jasmine spray 
Caught in her tresses, as to woo her stay. 
And there were sights and sounds that well might fling 
A charmed trance on deepest suffering. 
For stood the palace close on the sea shore ; 
Not like those northern ones, where breakers roar, 
And rugged rocks and barren sands are blent, — 
At once both desolate and magnificent ; 
But here the beach had turf and trees that grew 
Down to the water-side, and made its blue 
Mirror for their dark shapes. Is nought so fair 
But must there come somewhat of shadow there ? 
Whate'er thou touchest there must be some shade. 

Fair earth, such destiny for thee is made. 

• * 

It was a night to gaze upon the sea, 
Marvel, and envy its tranquillity ; 
It was a night to gaze upon the earth. 
And feel mankind were not her favourite birth ; 
It was a night to gaze upon the sky, 
Pine for its loveliness, and pray to die, 
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Oltmpia felt the hour ; from her cheek fled 

Passion's untranquil rose, she bow*d her head : 

For the thick tears like hasty childhood's came ; 

She hid her face, for tears are shed with shame. 

Her heart had spent its tempest^ like the cloud 

When summer rain bursts from its stormy shroud ; 

Pale, sad, but calm, she turn'd, and bent the knee, 

In meekest prayer, Madonna fair, to thee. 

Where might the maiden's soul, thus crush'd and riven, 

Turn from its mortal darkness, but to Heaven ? 

It is in vain to say that love is not 

The life and colour of a woman's lot. 

It is her strength ; for what, like love's caress, 

Will guard and guide her own weak tenderness ? 

It is her pride, fleeting and false the while, 

To see her master suing for her smile. 

Calls it not all her best affections forth, — 

Pure faith, devotedness, whose fruitless worth 

Is all too little felt ? O man has power 

Of head and hand, — heart is a woman's dower ! 

Touth, beauty, rank, and wealth, all these combined,- 
Can these be wretched ? Mystery of the mind I 
Whose happiness is in itself, but still 
Has not that happiness at its own will. 

And she was wretched ; she, the young, the fair. 
The good, the kind, bow'd down in her despair. 
Ay, bitterest of the bitter, this worst pain, — 
To know love's off*ering has been in vain ; 
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Rejected, scorn'd, and trampled under foot, 
Its bloom and leaves destroj'd, not so its root. 
" He loves me not," — no other word or sound 
An echo in Olympia's bosom found. 
She thought on many a look and many a tone 
From which she gather'd hope, — now these were gone, 
Life were too burthensome, save that it led 
To death ; and peace, at least, was with the dead. 
One pang remained : perchance, though unconfess'd. 
Some secret hope yet linger'd in her breast ; 
But this, too, was destroyed. She learn'd next mom 
Sea winds and waters had Leoni borne 
* Afar to other lands ; and she had now 
But only to her hapless fate to bow. 

She changed, she faded, she, the young, the gay, 
Like the first rose Spring yields to pale decay. 
Still her lip wore the sweetness of a smile. 
But it forgot its gaiety the while. 
Her voice had ever a low gentle tone, 
But now 'twas tremulous as Sorrow's own 
Her step fell softer, as it were subdued 
To suit its motion to her alter'd mood ; 
As if her every movement, gesture, look. 
Their bearing from the spirit's sadness took ; 
And yet there was no word which told that grief 
Prey'd on the heart, as blight preys on the leaf. 
But meeker tenderness to those around, 
A soothing, sharing love, as if she found 
Her happiness in theirs ; more mild, more kind, 
As if a holier rule were on her mind. 

XT 4 
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I cannot choose but marvel at the way 
In which our lives pass on from day to day, 
Learning strange lessons in the human heart. 
And jet like shadows letting them depart. 
Is misery so familiar that we bring 
Ourselves to view it as a usual thing ? 
Thus is it ; how regardless pass we by 
The cheek to paleness worn, the heavy eye I 
We do too little feel each other's pain ; 
We do relax too much the social chain 
That binds us to each other ; slight the care 
There is for grief in which we have no share. 

Oltmpia felt all this ; it loosed one more 
Of her heart's ties, and earth's illusions wore 
The aspect of their truth, — a gloomy show. 
But what it well befits the soul to know. 
It taught the lesson of how vain the toil 
To build our hopes upon earth's fragile soil. 
Oh ! only those who suffer, those may know 
How much of piety will spring from woe. 

Days, weeks, and months pass'd onwards, and once more 
Leoni stood upon his native shore. 
Slight change there was in him|: perchance his brow 
Wore somewhat more of settled shadow now ; 
Somewhat of inward grief, too, though repressed, 
Was in his scornful speech and bitter jest ; 
For misery, like a masquer, mocks at all 
In which it has no part, or one of galL 
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I will say that be loved ber, but say not 
That his, like hers, was an all-bligbted lot ; 
For ever in man's bosom will man's pride 
An equal empire with bis love divide. 

It was one glorious sunset, lone and mute, 
Save a young page who sometimes waked his lute 
With snatches of sad song ; Leoni paced 
His stately ball, and much might there be traced 
What were the workings of its owner's mind. 
Red wine was in a silver vase enshrined. 
But rudely down the cup was flung, undrain'd. 
So hastily, the leaf below was stain'd ; 
For many an open'd volume lay beside. 
As each for solace bad in vain been tried : 
And now, worn, wearied, with bis solitude. 
He strode, half sad, half listless in his mood. 
Listening the lute or the deep ocean wave, 
When an attendant enter'd in and gave 
A packet to bis hand. Careless he gazed. 
And broke the seal. Why ! the red flush has raised 
Its passion to his brow — what ! is the name 
There written ? — from Olympia, then, it came. 

" One word, Leoni, 'tis my first and last. 
And never spoken but that life is past. 
It is earth's lingering dreaming, that I pine 
To know these lines will meet one look of thine ; 
If possible upon thy heart to fling 
One gentle memory, one soft thought to cling 
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To tby more mournful hours ; to bid tbee take 

A pledge too dearly treasured for tbj sake, 

And one of mine. Ab ! tbis may be forgiven ; 

'Tis tbe last weakness of tbe bride of Heaven, 

Wbieb I sball be or e'er tbis comes to tell 

How mucb tbou bast been loved. Farewell, farewell!** 

He took ber gift : well known tbe pledges tbere, 
A witber'd rose, a tress of silken bair. 



Sunny and blue was tbe minstrel's eye. 
Like tbe lake wben noontide is passing by ; 
And bis bair fell down in its golden rings, 
As brigbt and as soft as bis own barp strings. 
Yet witb somewbat wild upon lip and cbeek, 
As fortb tbe enthusiast spirit would break 
To wander at times tbrougb eartb and air. 
And feed upon all tbe wonders tbere. 
A changeful prelude his light notes rung, 
As remembering all they had ever sung. 
Now tbe deep numbers rolled along, 
Like tbe fiery sweep of a battle song ; 
Now sad, yet bold, as those numbers gave 
Their last farewell to tbe victor's grave ; 
Then was it soft and low, as it brought 
The depths of the maiden's lovelorn thought :• 
Harp of Erin ! hath song a tone 
Not to thy gifted numbers known ? — 
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But the latest touch was light and calm, 
As the voice of a hymn, the night-falling balm ; 
Holy and sweet, as its music were given 
Less from a vision of earth than of heaven. 



THE HAUNTED LAKE : ♦ 
THB HUSH mikstrel's leoend. 

Rose up the young moon ; back she flung 
The veil of clouds that o'er her hung : 
Thus would fair maiden fling aside 
Her bright curls in their golden pride ; 
On pass'd she through the sky of blue, 
Libvelier as she pass'd it grew ; 
At last her gentle smiles awake 
The silence of the azure lake. 
Lighted to silver, waves arise, 
As conscious of her radiant eyes. 
Hark ! floats around its music's tone, 
Sweeter than mortal ear hath known : 
Such, wh^n the sighing night-wind grieves 
Amid the rose's ruby leaves. 
Conscious the nightingale is nigh, 
That too soon his reluctant wing 

♦ The Haunted Lake is fonnded on the Irish tradition of O Do- 
noghue, mentioned in one of Moore's charming melodies. I trust the 
slight liberties taken with the story will be pardoned on the plea of 
poetical variety. 
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On pass'd they to the lulling tane. 
Meet pageant for the lady moon. 
A louder sweep the music gave : 
The chieftain of the charmed wave, 
Graceful upon his steed of snow, 
Rises from his blue halls below ; 
And rode he like a victor-knight 
Thrice glorious in his arms of light. 
But, oh ! the look his features bear 
Was not what living warriors wear ; 
The glory of his piercing eye 
Was not that of mortality ; 
Earth's cares may not such calm allow, 
Man's toil is written on his brow : 
But here the face was passionless, 
The holy peace of happiness, 
With that grave pity spirits feel 
In watching over human weal ; 
An awful beauty round him shone 
But for the good to look upon. 
Close by his side a maiden rode, 
Like spray her white robe round her flow'd ; 
No rainbow hues about her clung. 
Such as the other maidens flung ; 
And her hair hath no summer crown. 
But its long tresses floating down 
Are like a veil of gold which cast 
A sunshine to each wave that past. 
She was not like the rest : her cheek 
Was pale and pure as moonlight snows ; 
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Her lip had only the faint streak 

The bee loves in the early rose ; 
And her dark eye had not the blue 

The others had, clear, wild, and bright ; 
But floating starry, as it drew 

Its likeness from the radiant night. 
And more she drew my raised eye 
Than the bright shadows passing by ; 
A meeker air, a gentler smile, 
A timid tenderness the while, 
Held sympathy of heart, and told 
The lady was of earthly mould. 
Blush'd the first blush of coming day. 
Faded the fairy band away. 
They pass'd, and only left behind 
A lingering fragrance on the wind, 
And on the lake their haunted home. 
One long white wreath of silver foam. 
Heard I in each surrounding vale 
What was that mortal maiden's tale : 
Last of her race, a lonely flower. 
She dwelt within their ruin'd tower. 
Orphan without one link to bind 
Nature's affection to her kind ; 
She grew up a neglected child, 
As pure, as beautiful, as wild. 
As the field flowers which were for years 
Her only comrades and compeers. 
Time pass'd, and she, to woman grown, 
Still, like a wood bird^ dwelt alone. 
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Save that, beside a peasant's hearth, 
Tales of the race which gave her birth 
Would sometimes win the maiden's ear; 
And once, in a worst hour of fear. 
When the red fever raged around, 
Her place beside the couch was found 
Of sickness, and her patient care. 
And soothing look, and holj prayer. 
And skill in herbs, had power sublime 
Upon the sufferer's weary time : 
But, saving these, her winter day 
Was passed within the ruins gray ; 
And ever summer noons were spent 

Beside the charmed lake, and there 
Her voice its silver sweetness sent 

To mingle with the air. 
Thus time pass'd on. At length, one day 
Beside her favourite haunt she lay. 
When rush'd some band who wish'd to make 
Her prisoner for her beauty's sake. 

She saw them ere they gain'd her seat. 

Ah ! safety may she gain ? 
Though mountain deer be not more fleet, 

Yet here flight is in vain. 
The lake — oh, it is there to save I 
She plunges — is it to a grave ? 
Moons waned ; again is come the night 
When sprites are free for earthly sight. 
They see the mortal Maiden ride 
In honour by the Chieftain's side, 



304 THE GOLDEN VIOLET. 

So beautiful, so free from sin, 
Worthy was she such boon to win : 
The spirit race that floated round 
Were not more pure, more stainless found 
Her utmost loveliness and grace 
Were sole signs of her human race ; 
Happy, thus freed from earthly thrall, 
She skims the lake, fairest of alL 



Scarlet robe 'broider'd with gold ; 

A turban's snowy but gem-set fold, 

And its heron plume fasten'd by diamond clasp ; 

Rubies red on his dagger-hasp ; 

Eyes dark as a midnight dream, 

Yet flashing wild with starry beam ; 

Swarthy cheek untouch'd by red. 

Told far had Clemenza*s summons sped : 

Since the Moorish bard had brought his claim, 

Mid these Northern halls, to the meed of fame. 



THE WBEATH: 

TALB.OF THB MOOHI8U BABD. 

The earliest beauty of the rose, 
Waking from moonlight repose. 
In morning air and dew to steep 
The blush of her voluptuous sleep ; 
This was her cheek : and for her eye. 
Gaze thou upon the midnight sky, 
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And choose its fairest star, the one 
Thou deem'st most lovely and most lone : 
Her lip, oh ! never flower of spring 
Had smile of such sweet blandishing. 

Ay, beautiful she was as light 
Descending on the darken'd sight ; 
But these were not the spells that gave 
Leila the heart for her charmed slave ; 
But all those sweetest gifts that win, 
Like sunshine, instant entrance in ; 
Those gentle words and acts that bind 
Jn love our nature with our kind. 

She dwelt within a palace fair, 
Such as in fairy gardens are ; 
There grew her father's cypress-tree. 
No other monument had he. 
He bade that never funeral stone 
Should tell of glory overthrown, — 
What could it say, but foreign sky 
Had seen the exile pine and die ? 

The maiden grew beside the tomb ; 
Perhaps 'twas that which touch'd her bloom 
With somewhat of more mournful shade 
Than seems for youth's first budding made. 
It was her favourite haunt, she felt 
As there her all of memory dwelt. 
Alone, a stranger in the land 
Which was her home, the only band 

TOL. I. X 
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Between her and her native tongue 
Was when her native songs she sung. 

Leila, thou wert not of our name ; 

Thy Christian creed, thy Spanish race, 
To us were sorrow, guilt, and shame, 

No earthly beauty might efface. 
Yet, lovely Infidel, thou art 
A treasure clinging to my heart : 
A very boy, I yet recal 
The dark light of thine eye's charm'd thrall ; 
Beneath thy worshipp'd cypress leant. 
And flowers with thy breathing blent, 
Less pure, less beautiful than thou, 
I see thee ; and I hear thee now 
Singing sweet to the twilight dim — 
Could it be sin ? — thy vesper-hymn. 

Burnt a sweet light in that fair shrine. 
At once too earthly, too divine ; 
The heart's vain struggle to create 
An Eden not for mortal state. 

Love, who shall say that thou art not 
The dearest blessing of our lot ? 
Yet, not the less, who may deny 
Life has no sorrow like thy sigh? 
A fairy gift, and none may know 
Or will it work to weal or woe. 

Spite of the differing race and creed, 
Their fathers had been friends in need; 
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And, all unconsciously at first, 
Love in its infancy was nurst ; 
Companions from their earliest years, 
Unknown the hopes, the doubts, the fears, 
That haunt young passion's early hour. 
Spared but to come with deadlier power, 
With deeper sorrow, worse unrest, 
When once love stood in both confest. 

The ground she trod, the air she breathed. 
The blossoms in her dark hair wreathed, 
Her smile, her voice, to Mirza's eyes 
More precious seem'd than Paradise. 

Yet was the silence sweet unbroken 
By vows in which young love is spoken. 
But when the heart has but one dream 
For midnight gloom or noontide beam. 
And one, at least, knows well what power 
Is ruling, words will find their hour ; 
Though after-growth of grief and pain. 
May wish those words unsaid again. 

'Twas sunset, and the glorious heaven 
To Leila's cheek and eye seem'd given ; 
The one like evening crimson bright. 
The other fill'd with such clear light, 
That, as she bent her o'er the strings, 
Catching music's wanderings, 
Look'd she well some Peri fair, 
Born and being of the air. 

X 2 
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Waked the guitar beneath her hand 
To ballad of her Spanish land ; 
Sad, but jet suiting twilight pale, 
When surelj tenderest thoughts prevaiL 



SONG. 

Maiden, fling from thj braided hair 
The red rosebud that is wreathed there ; 
For he who planted the parent tree 
Is now what soon that blossom will be. 

Maiden, fling from thy neck of snow 
The chain where the Eastern rubies glow ; 
For he who gave thee that jewell'd chain 
Lies in his wounds on the battle-plain. 

Maiden, fling thou aside thy lute, 
Be its chords, as thy own hopes, mute ; 
For he who first taught thy lips that strain 
Never will listen its music again. 

Give those roses to strew on his grave. 
That chain for a mass for the soul of the brave, 
And teach that lute, thou widow'd dove, 
A dirge for the fall of thy warrior love. 



*^ Alas! that ever,** Leila said, 

** The fond should mourn above the dead, 
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Thus all too early desolate, 
Without one hope or wish from fate ; 
Save death, what can the maiden crave 
Who weeps above her lover's grave ? " 
Darken'd her eyes with tearful dew, 
Wore her soft cheek yet softer hue ; 
And MiRZA, who had lean'd the while, 
Feeding upon her voice and smile. 
Felt as if all that fate could bring 
Were written on that moment's wing. 
One moment he is at her knee, 
" So, Leila, wouldst thou weep for me?' 
Started she, as at lightning gleam, — . 
'* MiRZA, this I did not dream ! 
Moslem and Moor, may Spanish maid 
Hearken such words as thou hast said ? 
My father's blood, my father's creed. 
Now help me in my hour of need ! " 

Still knelt he at the maiden's feet, 
Still sought he those dear eyes to meet 
'* Cruel, and is there nothing due 
To love so fervid and so true ? " 
As with conflicting thought opprest, 
She droop'd her head upon his breast; 
Watch'd he the tears on her pale face. 
When started she from that embrace. 
" I know the weakness of my heart : 
MmzA, in vain, for we must part. 
Farewell, and henceforth I will be 
Vow'd to my God and prayers for thee." 
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He strove to speak, but she was gone. 
He stood within the grove alone. 
And from that hour they met no more : 
But what to either might restore 
Or peace or hope ; the gulf between. 
They must forget what they had been» 
Forget — oh ! never yet hath love 
Successfully with memory strove. 
I then was Mirza's page ; and strange 
It was to me to watch the change 
That over him like magic wrought. 
Apart from all, in silent thought 
He would pass hours ; and then his mood. 
As wearied of such solitude 
Altered to gaiety ; that mirth. 
Desperate as if it knew its birth, 
Was like an earth-flame*s sudden breatb> 
Sprung from the ruin'd soil beneath. 

They had not met, since to the maid 
His first rash vow of love was said ; 
But heard we how, by penance, prayer. 

She strove to wash away the sin. 
That ever Infidel had share 

A Christian maiden's breast within ; 
And there perchance were other tears 
Than those which flow'd from holy fears. 
I know not what vain dream bad sprung 

In MiRZA. Is it that despair. 
Ere the last veil aside is fiung^ 



i 
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Unable its own words to bear, 
Will borrow from hope's charmed tongue ? 
To her a wreath he bid me take, 
Such as in our fair garden wake 
Love's hopes and fears, — oh ! suiting well 
Such gentle messages to telL 
That wreath I to the lady brought 

I found her in the hall alone, 
So changed, your sculptors never wrought 

A form in monumental stone 
So cold, so pale. The large dark eye 

Shone strangely o'er the marble cheek ; 
The lips were parted, yet no sigh 

Seem'd there of breathing life to speak ; 
The picture at whose feet she knelt, 

The Maiden Mother and her Child, 
The hues which on that canvass dwelt. 

With more of human likeness smiled. 
Awful the face, however fair. 
When death's dark call is written there, 
I gave the wreath, I named his name, 
One moment the heart's weakness came. 
Written in crimson on her brow. 
The very blossoms caught the glow ; 
Or grew they bright but from the fall 
Of tears that lit their coronal ? 
The next, the dark eye's sudden rain, 
The cheek's red colour pass'd again, 
All earthly feelings with them died ; 
Slowly she laid the gift aside. 

X 4 
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When will my soul forget the look 
With which one single stem she took * 
From out the wreath ? — a tulip flower ; 
But, touch'd as by some withering power, 
The painted leaves were drooping round 
The rich but burning heart they bound. 
She spoke,' — oh! never music's tone 
Hath sadder, sweeter cadence known : — 
" With jarring creed, and hostile line. 

And heart with fate at enmity, 
This wasting flower is emblem mine, 

*Tis faded, it hath but to die." 

I took those leaves of faded bloom 
To MiRZA ; 'twas of both the doom. 
He died the first of the battle line. 
When red blood dims the sabre's shine ; 
He died the early death of the brave. 
And the place of the battle was that of his grave. 
She died as dies a breath of song 
Borne on the winds of evening along ; 
She fell as falls the rose in spring. 
The fairest are ever most perishing. 
Yet lingers that tale of sorrow and love. 
Of the Christian maid and her Moslem love ; 
A tale to be told in the twilight hour. 
For the beauty's tears in her lonely bower. 




* The tulip symbol bears the allegorical construction of eternal 
separation, in the beautiful language of Eastern Flowers. 
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Rose the last minstrel ; he was one 

Well the eye loves to look upon. 

Slight but tall, the gallant knight 

Had the martial step he had used in fight ; 

Dark and rich curVd the auburn hair 

O'er a brow, like the ocean by moonlight, fair ; 

His island colour was on his cheek, 

Enough of youth in its health to speak ; 

But shaded it was with manly brown. 

From much of toil and of peril known : 

Frank was his courtesy, and sweet 

The smile he wore at fair lady's feet ; 

Yet haughty his step, and his mien was high, 

Half softness, half fire, his falcon eye. 

England, fair England, hath earth or sea, 

Land of hearth and home, aught to liken to thee 



SIR WALTER MANNY AT HIS FATHER'S TOMB : ' 

THE ENGLISH KiaOHT'S BALLAD. 

" O show me the grave where my father is laid. 
Show his lowly grave to me ; 
A hundred pieces of broad red gold, 
Old man, shall thy guerdon be 1" 

* The most touching incident on which this little poem is founded 
is a historic fact, and as such recorded in Mills's History of Chivaliy ; 
pages to which my debt of obligation and delight is more freely though 
now regretiiilly rendered, in the knowledge that it is gratitude, not 
flattery, which is spoken of the dead* 
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With torch in hand, and bared head, 

The old man led the way ; 
And cold and shrill pass'd the midnight wind 

Through his hair of silvery grey. 

A stately knight follow'd his steps. 

And his form was tall and proud ; 
But his step fell soft, and his helm was off. 

And his head on. his bosom bow'd. 

They pass'd through the cathedral aisles. 

Whose sculptured walls declare 
The deeds of many a noble knight ; 

Db Manny's name was not there. 

They pass*d next a low and humble church, 

Scarce seen amid the gloom ; 
There was many a grave, yet not even there 

Had his father found a tomb. 

They traversed a bleak and barren heath. 

Till they came to a gloomy wood. 
Where the dark trees droop'd, and the dark grass grew 

As cursed with the sight of blood. 

There stood a lorn and blasted tree. 

As heaven and earth were its foes. 
And beneath was a piled-up mound of stones, 

Whence a rude grey cross arose. 

" And lo !" said the ancient servitor, 
" It is here thy father is laid ; 
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No mass has bless'd the lowly grave 
Which his humblest follower made. 

" I would have wander'd through every land 

Where his gallant name was known, 
To have pray'd a mass for the soul of the dead, 

And a monumental stone. 

" But I knew thy father had a son. 

To whom the task would be dear ; 
Young knight, I kept the warrior's grave 

For thee, and thou art here.** 

Sm Walter grasp'd the old man's hand^ 

But spoke he never a word ; — 
So still it was, that the fall of tears 

On his mailed vest was heard. 

Oh ! the heart has all too many tears ; 

But none are like those that wait 
On the blighted love, the loneliness 

Of the young orphan's fate. 

He call'd to mind when for knighthood's badge 

He knelt at Edward's throne ; 
How many stood by a parent's side. 

But he stood there alone ! 

He thought how often his heart had pined. 

When his was the victor's name ; 
Thrice desolate, strangers might give, 

But could not share his fame. 
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Down he knelt in silent prayer, 

On the grave where his father slept ; 

And many the tears, and bitter the thoughts. 
As the warrior his vigil kept. 

And he built a little chapel there ; 

And bade the death-bell toll. 
And prayers he said, and mass he sung, 

For the weal of the warrior's soul. 

Years pass'd, and ever Sir Walter was first 
Where warlike deeds were done ; 

But who would not look for the gallant knight 
In the leal and loyal son ? 



Sooth to say, the sight was fair. 

When the lady unbound from her raven hair 

The Golden Violet. O praise I 

Dear thou art to the poet's lays. 

Many a flash from each dark eye pass'd. 

Many a minstrel's pulse throbb'd fast, 

As she held forth the flower. 




The dream is past, hush'd is my lute, 
At least, to my awaking, mute ; 
^ast that fair garden and glad hall, 
And she the lady queen of all. 
I^eave we her power to those who deign 
One moment to my idle strain : 
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Let each one at bis pleasure set 
The prize — the Golden Violet. 
Could I choose where it might belong, 
Mid phantoms but of mine own song ? 

Mj task is ended ; it may seem 
But vain regret for morning dream, 
To say how sad a look is cast 
Over the line we know the last. 
The weary hind at setting sun 
Rejoices over labour done. 
The hunter at the ended chase. 
The ship above its anchoring place. 
The pilgrim o'er his pilgrimage. 
The reader o'er the closing page ; 
All, for end is to them repose. 
The poet's lot is not with those : 
His hour in Paradise is o'er ; 

He stands on earth, and takes his share 
Of shadows closing round him more, 

The feverish hope, the freezing care ; 
And he must read in other eyes. 
Or if his spirit's sacrifice 
Shall brighten, touch'd with heaven's own fire, 
Or in its ashes dark expire. 
Then even worse, — what art thou, fame ? 
A various and doubtful claim 
One grants and one denies ; what none 
Can wholly quite agree upon. 
A dubious and uncertain path 
At least the modern minstrel hath ; 
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How may he tell, where none agree, 
What may fame's actual passport be ? 

For me^ in sooth, not mine the lute 

On its own powers to rely ; 
But its chords with all wills to suit, 

It were an easier task to try 
To blend in one each varjdng tone 
The midnight wind hath ever known. 
One saith that tale of battle brand 
Is all too rude for my weak hand ; 
Another, too much sorrow flings 
In pining cadence o'er my strings. 
So much to win, so much to lose. 
No marvel if I fear to choose. 
How can I tell of battle-field, 
I never listed brand to wield ; 
Or dark ambition's pathway try, 
In truth I never look'd so high ; 
Or stern revenge, or hatred fell, 
Of what I know not, can I tell ? 
I soar not on such lofty wings, 
My lute has not so many strings ; 
Its dower is but a humble dower, 

And I who call upon its aid, 
My power is but a woman's power, 

Of softness and of sadness made. 
In all its changes my own heart 
Must give the colour, have it's part. 
If that I know myself what keys 
Yield to my hand their sympathies, 
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I should say it is those whose tone 

Is woman's love and sorrow's own ; 

Such notes as float upon the gale, 

When twilight, tender nurse and pale, 

Brings soothing airs and silver dew 

The panting roses to renew ; 

Feelings whose truth is all their worth. 

Thoughts which have had their pensive birth 

When lilies hang their heads and die, 

Eve's lesson of mortality. 

Such lute, and with such humble wreath 

As suits frail string and trembling breath, 

Such, gentle reader, woos thee now. 

Oh ! o'er it bend with yielding brow : 

Bead thou it when some soften'd mood 

Is on thy hour of solitude 5 

And tender memory, sadden'd thought^ 

On the world's harsher cares have wrought. 

Bethink thee, kindly look and word 

Will fall like sunshine o'er each chord ; 

That, light as is such boon to thee, 

'Tis more than summer's noon to me ; 

That, if such meed my suit hath won, 

I shall not mourn my task is done. 
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A story from the stars ; or rather one 

Of starry fable from the olden time, 

When young Imagination vTea as ft-esh 

As the fair world it peopled with itself. 

The Poet's spirit does so love to link 

Its feelings, thoughts, with nature's loveliness : 

And hence the twilight grove, the lonely spring. 

The ocean-caves, the distant planets, all 

Were fiU'd with radiant creatures ; and the heart 

Became interpreter, and language made 

From its own warm sad sympathies, for those 

Of whom the dream was beauty. 
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He was weary of flinging the feather'd reed, 
He was weary of curbing his raven steed ; 
He heard the gay din from the palace hall, 
But he was not in mood for the festival. 
There was that crimson, the last on the sky. 
Blushes that fade in the moon's cold eye ; 
The sigh of the flowers arose sweet on the air. 
For the breath of the twilight was wandering there. 
He look'd to the west, and the tranquil main 
Was branch'd with many a life-like vein; 
Hues of the rosebud the clouds had cast. 
Like a cheek on its mirror in gliding past. 
It tempted him forth, — to the lulling gale 
Prince Ctris has open'd his silken sail. 
And the little boat went over the sea 
Like foam, for it was of ivorie. 
And carved and shaped like a wreathed shell, 
And it was lined with the rose as well ; 
For the couch was made of those plumes that fling 
The one warm tint 'neath the wood-dove's wing. 
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O'er the purple sail the golden flowers run, 

For it was wrought for a monarch's son ; 

And as it pass'd on, the air was flU'd 

With odours, for only waters distill'd 

From clove, and sandal, and cinnamon. 

E'er wash'd that boat when its task was done : 

'Twas left in the care of maidens three ; 

Lovely they were as maidens should be ; 

And in the soft airs that around it flew, 

Perhaps their own breath left a perfume too. 

— There lay Prince Cyms, and his mood 

Made harmony with the solitude. 

— Oh, pleasant is it for the heart 

To gather up itself apart ; 

To think its own thoughts, and to be 

Free, as none ever yet were free, 

When, prisoners to their gilded thrall, 

Vain crowd meets crowd in lighted hall; 

With frozen feelings, tutor'd eye, 

And smile which is itself a lie. 

— Oh, but for lonely hours like these, 

Would every finer current freeze ; 

Those kindlier impulses that glow. 

Those clear and diamond streams that flow 

Only in crystal, while their birth 

Is all unsoil'd with stain of earth. 

Ever the Lover hath gainsay'd 

The creed his once religion made, — 

That pure, that high, that holy creed, 

Without which love is vain indeed; 
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While that which was a veiled shrine 

Whose faith was only not divine. 

Becomes a vague, forgotten dream, — 

A thing of scorn — an idle theme* 

Denied, degraded, and represt, 

Love dies beneath the heartless jest 

Oh vain! for not with such can be 

One trace of his divinity. 

Ever from poet's lute hath flown 

The sweetness of its early tone, 

When from its wild flight it hath bow'd, 

To seek for homage mid the crowd ; 

Be the one wonder of the night, 

As if the soul could be a sight ; 

As all his burning numbers speak 

Were written upon brow and cheek ; 

And he, forsooth, must learn its part, 

Must choose his words, and school his heart 

To one set mould, and pay again 

Flattery with flattery as vain ; 

Till, mixing with the throng too much, 

The cold, the vain, he feels as such ; 

Then marvels that his silent lute 

Beneath that worldly hand is mute. 

— Away! these scenes are not for thee; 

Go dream beneath some lonely tree; 

Away to some far woodland spring, 

Dash down thy tinsel crown, and wring 

The scented unguents from thine hair: 

If thou dost hope that crown to share 

The laurell'd bards immortal wear; 
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Muse thou o'er leaf and drooping flower, 

Wander at evening's haunted hour; 

Listen the stockdove's plaining song 

Until it bear thy soul along; 

Then call upon thy freed lute's strain, 

And it will answer thee again. 

Oh mine own song, did I not hold 

Such faith as held the bards of old, — 

That one eternal hope of fame 

Which sanctifies the poet's name, — 

J*d break my lyre in high disdain. 

And hold my gift of song as vain 

As those forced flowers which only bloom 

One hot night for a banquet room. 

— But I have wander'd from my tale, — 

The ivory bark, the purple sail. 

That bore Prince Ctris o'er the sea, — 

Content with that slow ebb to be 

Danced on the wave. By nightfall shaded, 

The red lights from the clouds are faded; 

Leaving one palest amber line 

To mark the last of day's decline; 

And all o'er heaven is that clear blue 

The stars so love to wander through. 

They're rising from the silent deep, 

Like bright eyes opening after sleep. 

Young Cyris watch'd them till their ray 

Grew sad — so far they were away. 

He felt so earthly, thus to see 

What he might never hope to be. 
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He thought upon earth's loveliest eyes; 

What were they to those shining there? 
He thought upon earth's sweetest sighs : 

What were they to the lulling air ? 
** Oh no, my heart," he mournful sigh'd, 
^' To thee is that dear boon denied; 
That wildering dream whose fair deceit 
Makes languid earth a temple meet 
For light, such light as dwells above, — 
I have no faith in thee, false love ! 
I've knelt at many a beauteous shrine, 
And call'd, but thought them not, divine. 
I've dived in many a beating hearty 
But search'd them only to depart; 
For selfish care, or heartless pride, 
Were all they ever had to hide. 
I'm weary, weary : — one by one, 
The life^harms of my youth are gone. 
I had a dream of stirring fame, — 
It was a promise, and a name, 
Thrice glorious^ shining from afar, 
But nearer earth had touch'd the star ; 
With toil and trouble won from many^ 
Yet trembling on the breath of any. 
The bard, the warrior, and the sage. 
What win they but one lying page. 
Where deeds and words, at hazard thrown, 
May be or may not be their own? 
And pleasure, lighted halls, red wine, 
Bright smiles, gay words, have all been mine : 
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Thej only left what haunts me now;-* 
A wasted heart, a wearj brow. 
Ye distant stars^ so cakn, so bright. 
Would I had portion in jour light, 
Ck>uld read the secrets of jour birth, — 
Aught, anything but this dull earth!" 
— It was not long, ere, still and deep, 
Those restless ejes were closed in sleep. 
There laj he like a statue pale. 
His canopj that silken saiL 
There lay he as Endjrmion slept 
When Dian came to him, and wept 
Beside the sleep she might not break. 
Love, thus we sorrow for thy sake. 
There lay he: — well might Ctbis seem 
The being of a poef s dream. 

Ay, beautiful as a star in the sky, 
When the clouds are gloom, and the storm is high, 
But still in defiance keep shining on, 
Till the shades are past, and the wind is done. 
His hair was gold, like the pheasant's wing, 
And curl'd like the hyacinth flower in spring; 
And his eye was that blue so clear, so dark, 
Like the falcon's when flying his highest mark; 
And, telling a tale of gallant war. 
On his brow was a slight but glorious scar. 
His voice had that low and lute-like sounds 
Whose echo within the heart is found. 
His very faults were those that win 
Too dazzling and ready an entrance in. 
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Daring and fiery, wild to range, 
Beckless of what might ensue from the change ; 
Too eager for pleasures to fill up the void, 
Till the very impatience their nature destroy'd ; 
Restless, inconstant, he sought to possess, — 
The danger was dar'd, and the charm grew less. 
But, oh! these were only youth's meteor fires, 
The ignis blaze that with youth expires. 

No, never! — the heart should child-like be trained. 
And its wilful waywardness somewhat enchain'd. 
— Was it the spell of morning dew 
That o'er his lids its influence threw, 
Clearing those earthly mists away, 
That erst like veils before them lay? 
Whether fair dream, or actual sight. 
It was a vision of delight; 
For free to his charm'd eyes were given 
The spirits of the starry heaven. 
It was that hour, when each faint dye 

Of rose upon the morning's cheek 
Warns the bright watchers of the sky 

Their other ocean home to seek. 
He saw the Archer with his bow 
Guide now his radiant car below ; 
He saw the shining Serpent fold 
Beneath the wave his scales of gold. 
— But, of all the pageants nigh. 
Only one fix'd Cyris' eye: 
Borne by music on their way, 
Every chord a living ray, 
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Sinking on a song-Uke breeze. 

The lyre of the Heiades, 

"With itB seven fair eistera bent 

O'er their starry instrument; 

Each a star npon her broW) 

Somewhat dim in daylight's glow, 

That clasp'd the flashing coronet 

On their midnight tresses set 

— All were young, all very fair; — 

But one, — oh! Ctbis gazed but there. 

Each other lip wore sterner mould,— 

Fair, but so proud, — bright, but so cold; 

And clear pale cheek, and radiant eye. 

Wore neither blush, nor smile, nor sigh, 

Those sweet signs of humanity. 

But o'er Ctreke's cheek the rose. 

Like moon-touch'd water, ebbs and flows; 

And eyes that droop like Summer Sowers 

Told they could change with shine and showers. 

—The starry lyre Las reacb'd the sea, 

Started young Cibis to his knee : 

Surely her dark eyes met his own ; 

Bui, ah 1 the lovely dream is flown. 

— I need not teU how long the day 

Fass'd in its weariness away; 

I need not say how CiKis' sight 

I^ed for the darkness of the night 

But darkness caro% and with it brought 

The vision which the watcher sought. 



THE LOST PLEIAD. 331 

He saw the starry lyre arise — 

The seven fair sisters' glittering car — 

Till, lost amid the distant skies, 
Each only look'd a burning star. 

Again, at morning's dewy hour, 

He saw them seek their ocean bow'r ; 

Again those dark eyes met his own, 

Again the lovely dream is flown. 

— Night after night thus pass'd ; but now 

The young moon wears less vestal brow. 

Her silver veil is lined with gold ; 

Like a crown'd queen, she comes to hold 

Her empire in the sky alone, — 

No rival near her midnight throne. 

Sometimes he fancied o'er the tide 

He saw pale phantoms dimly glide : 

The moonbeams fell o'er sea and sky. 

No other light met Cyris' eye. 

The night, — the morn, — he watch'd in vain, 

No starry Ijre rose from the main. 

— And who were they, the lovely seven. 

With shape of earth, and home in heaven ? 

Daughters of King Atlas they — 

He of the enchanted sway ; 

He who read the mystic lines 

Of the planets* wondrous signs ; 

He the sovereign of the air — 

They were his, these daughters fair. 

Six were brides in sky and sea, 

To some crown'd divinity ; 
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But his youngest, loveliest one, 

Was as yet unwoo'd, unwon. 

She's kneeling at her father's side : 

What the boon could be denied 

To that fair but tear-wash'd cheek, 

That look'd so earnest, yet so meek ; 

To that mouth whose gentle words 

Murmur like the wind-lute's chords ; 

To that soft and pleading eye 

Who is there could suit deny ? 

Bent the king, with look of care. 

O'er the dear one kneeling there; 

Bent and kiss'd his pleading one, 

Ah, that smile ! her suit is won. 

— It was a little fountain made 

A perfect sanctuary of shade ; 

The pine boughs like a roof, beneath 

The tapestry of the acacia wreath. 

The air was haunted : sounds, and sighs, 

The falling waters' melodies ; 

The breath of flowers, the faint perfume 

Of the green pineleaf 's early bloom ; 

And murmurs from the music hung 

Ever the woodland boughs among ; 

His couch of moss, his pillow flowers. 

Dreaming away the listless hours — 

Those dreams so vague, those dreams so vain. 

Yet iron links in lover's chain. — 

Prince Cybis leant : the solitude 

Suited such visionary mood; 
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For love hath delicate delights, — 

The silence of the summer nights; 

The leaves and huds, whose languid sighs 

Seem like the echo of his own ; 
The wind which like a lute-note dies; 

The shadow by the branches thrown, 
Although a sweet uncertain smile 
Wanders through those boughs the while. 
As if the young Moon liked to know 
Her fountain mirror bright below ; 
Linking his thoughts with all of these, 
For love is full of fantasies. 

— Why starts young Cyris from his dream ? 
There is a shadow on the stream, 

There is an odour on the air ; — 
What shape of beauty fronts him there ! 
He knows her by her clear dark eye, 
Touch'd with the light that rules the sky ; 
The star upon her forehead set. 
Her wild hair's sparkling coronet; 
Her white arms, and her silvery vest, 
The lovely Pleiad stands confest. 

— I cannot sing as I have sung ; 

My heart is changed, my lute unstrung. 
Once said I that my early chords 
Were vow'd to love or sorrow's words : 
But love has like an odour past. 
Or echo, all too sweet to last ; 
And sorrow now holds lonely sway 
O'er my young heart, and lute, and lay. 
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Be it for those whose unwaked youth 
Believes that hope and love are sooth — 
The loved, the happy — let them dream 
This meeting by the forest stream. 
— No more they parted till the night 
Call'd on her starry host for light, 
And that bright lyre arose on high 
With its fair watchers to their sky. 
Then came the wanderings long and lonely, 
As if the world held them, them only ; 
The gathered flower, which is to bear 
Some gentle secret whisper'd there ; 
The seat beneath the forest tree ; 

The breathless silence, which to love 
Is all that eloquence can be ; 

The looks ten thousand words above; 
The fond deep gaze, till the fix'd eye 
Casts each on each a mingled dye ; 
The interest round each little word. 
Though scarcely said, and scarcely heard. 
Little love asks of language aid. 
For never yet hath vow been made 
In that young hour when love is new ; 
He feels at first so deep, so true, 
A promise is a useless token. 
When neither dreams it can be broken. 
Alas I vows are his after-sign ! — 
We prop the tree in its decline — 
The ghosts that haunt a parting hour. 
With all of grief, and nought of power ; 
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A chain half sunder'd in the making, — 
The plighted vows already breaking. 
From such dreams all too soon we wake ; 
For, like the moonlight on the lake. 
One passing cloud, one waving bough — 
The silver light, what is it now ? 

Said I not that young prince was one 
Who wearied when the goal was won ; 
To whom the charm of change was all 
That bound his heart in woman's thrall ? 
And she now lingering at his side. 
His bright, his half-immortal bride, 
Though she had come with him to die, 
Share earthly tear, and earthly sigh ; 
Left for his sake her glonous sphere, 
What mattered that ? — she now was here. 

At first 'twas like a frightful dream : 
Why should such terror even seem ? 
Again, — again, — it cannot be . 
Woe for such wasting misery ! 
This watching love's o'erclouding sky. 

Though still believing it must clear; 
This closing of the trusting eye ; 

The hope that darkens into fear ; 
The lingering change of doubt and dread ; 
All in the one dear presence fied. 
Till days of anguish pass'd alone, 
Till careless look, and alter'd tone. 
Relieve us from the rack, to know 
Our last of fate, our worst of woe. 
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— And she, the guileless, pure, and bright. 
Whose nature was her morning's light ; 
Who deem'd of love as it is given 
The sunniest element to heaven ; 
Whose sweet belief in it was caught 
Only from what her own heart taught — 
Her woman's heart, that dreamy shrine, 
Of what itself made half divine — 
Ctrene, when thy shadow came 

With thy first step that touch'd the earth. 
It was an omen how the same • 

Doth sorrow haunt all mortal birth. 
Thou hast but left those starry spheres 
For woman's destiny of tears. 
— They parted as all lovers part, — 
She with her wrong'd and breaking heart : 
But he, rejoicing he is free, 

Bounds like the captive from his chain, 
And wilfully believing she 

Hath found her liberty again : 
Or if dark thoughts will cross his mind. 
They are but clouds before the wind. 
— Thou false one, go! — but deep and dread 
Be minstrel curse upon thy head I 
— Go, be the first in battle line. 
Where banners sweep, and falchions shine ; 
Go thou to lighted festival, 
Be there the peerless one of all ; 
Let bright cheeks wear yet brighter rays 
If they can catch Prince Ctris* gaze ; 
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Be thine in all that honoar'd name. 

Men hold to emulate is fame : 

Tet not the less my curse shall rest, 

A serpent coiling in thy breast 

Weariness, like a weed, shall spring 

Wherever is thy wandering. 

Thy heart a lonely shrine shall be, 

Guarded by no divinity. 

Thou shalt be lonely, and shalt know 

It is thyself hast made thee so. 

Thou hast been faithless, and shalt -dread 

Deceit in aught of fondness said. 

Gro, with the doom thou'st made thine own I 

Go, false one ! to thy grave— alone.— 

— 'Twas the red hue of twilight's hour 

That lighted up the forest bower. 

Where that sad Pleiad look'd her last 

The white wave of his plume is past ; 

She raised her listening head in vain, 

To catch his echoing step again ; 

Then bow'd her face upon her hand, 

And once or twice a burning tear 
Wander'd beyond their white command, 

And mingled with the waters dear. 
'Tis said that ever from that day 
Those waters caught their diamond ray. 
— The evening shades closed o'eit the Aj, 
The night winds sang their melody : 
They seem'd to rouse her from the dream 
That ch^'d her by that lonely stream. 
VOL. L z 
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She came when first the starry lyre 
Ting'd the green wave with kindling fire ; 
" Come, sister," sang they, " to thy place : 
The Pleiad gazed, then hid her face. 
Slowly that lyre rose while they sung, — 
Alas I there is one chord unstrung. 
It rose, until Ctbene's ear 
No longer could its music hear. 
She sought the fountain, and flung there 
The crown that bound her raven hair ; 
The starry crown, the sparkles died, 
Darkening within its fated tide. 
She sinks by that lone wave : — 'tis past ; 
^ There the lost Pleiad breathed her last. 
No mortal hand e'er made her grave ; 
But one pale rose was seen to wave, . 
Guarding a sudden growth of flowers^ 
Not like those sprung in summer hours. 
But pale and drooping ; each appears 
As if their only dew were tears. 
On that sky lyre a chord is mute : 

Haply one echo yet remains, 
To linger on the poet's lute, 

And tell in his most mournful strains, 
— A star hath left its native sky. 
To touch our cold earth, and to die ; 
To warn the young heart how it trust 
To mortal vows, whose faith is dust ; 
To bid the young cheek guard its bloom 
From wasting by such early doom ; 
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Warn by the histories link'd with all 
That ever bow'd to passion's thrall ; 
Warn by all — above — below, 
By that lost Pleiad's depth of woe, 
Warn them. Love is of heavenly birth, 
But turns to death on touching earth. 
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